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The Seamstress’s Sissy Model
PART 1: FEMINIZED IN SATIN AND LACE



Chapter 1
Discovered


Icouldn’t help it. Every day I felt drawn to it, something inside of me yearning to see, to touch, to feel.

Today I once again gazed inside. It was the same store, the same window, the same mannequins gracefully positioned with their elegant and beautiful dresses and gowns. But today something was different. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there had been a change.

I glanced at the mannequin before me, she wore a long shimmering pink dress, the satin sheen sparkling in the sunlight. The dress fit snuggly over her bodice, forming perfectly to the doll’s every curve, making her appear to be real, making me wonder how it would feel to have the delicate fabric over my body.

They were strange feelings, but ones that had become more and more undeniable with every passing day. I tried to take different routes to work, to walk on the other side of the street, but nothing helped. When I didn’t allow myself to admire the beautiful dresses of the boutique I found myself feeling lost, an endless sorrow building within me.

After admitting to myself that this window shopping was something that I needed, I always gave myself the chance to stop and browse the store, to see what the latest styles and trends were and to wonder how it would feel to look so beautiful adorning them.

I thought that would be enough, I thought that giving into these desires would satisfy them. But I was wrong. The more I gazed upon the fine fabrics the more I felt a swelling of lust inside me. The feeling told me that my desires weren’t yet realized, that they hadn’t been fully fulfilled. That there was still more that I needed.

But what?

Deep inside I had a feeling that I already knew what I wanted, what I needed to feel fulfilled, but I wasn’t yet ready to accept it. Not yet.

I let out a deep sigh as I resigned myself to leave the storefront once again, to make my way home to my empty apartment as I continued to ponder these strange new feelings within me. But just as I passed the front door I heard the ringing of bells next to me, drawling my attention back to the store.

“Excuse me, sir?” a soft voice said.

I froze mid-step, my heart beginning to race as I knew the words were meant for me, to draw my attention back to this forbidden store.

“Y-yes?” I squeaked out, slowly turning my head to see who had beckoned for me. To my surprise it was a familiar face, one that I had seen many times through the store’s window—the store’s owner.

My eyes widened as I took in her sight up close for the first time. From behind the glass she had seemed unreal, like a figure in my taboo fantasy, but here she was standing before me, not only real, but stunningly beautiful.

She brushed a strand of her long brunette hair out of her face as she smiled at me. Her blue eyes sparkled, her pouty lips curling upwards with a mischievous yet calming smile. “I noticed you outside the window. Was there something that I could help you with?” she asked.

I watched her lips move but couldn’t believe they were speaking to me. I looked around me, looking for someone else that should be the target of her attention, but found no one.

“Who? Me?” I replied bashfully, my hand on my chest, taken aback by her beauty and the generous cleavage on display from her tight fitting black dress.

She cocked her head to the side and grinned wider. “Yes, you. Why don’t you come inside?”

I swallowed nervously.

Inside? She wants me to go inside?

I couldn’t understand why she was talking to me let alone why she would offer such an invitation. Nothing seemed to make any sense—yet it was all so alluring.

Again I looked around the busy streets, this time for anyone who might recognize me and notice me entering a woman’s boutique. But all the faces around me seemed to blur, only the store’s owner remaining clear to me.

I couldn’t look away, her eyes were hypnotizing, stealing my attention away from the world around me. I knew I had no business with her, that I should decline her offer and resume my journey home, but behind her was an open door, a door to possibilities, to potential answers.

“O-okay, “ I croaked, trying to smile casually but feeling awkward and nervous.

She stepped backwards into the shop, her glossy black stilettos clicking on the tile flooring, as she gestured for me to enter, her posture inviting, yet also strangely demanding in her all black attire.

I nodded as I obeyed, entering her store, feeling overcome by a wave of some unknown energy washing over me as I stepped inside. There was a strong scent of lavender flooding my senses, embracing me as I took in the sights of the dresses around me. Pink and purple, red and yellow, white and black, they danced all around me, calling to me, begging for me to touch them.

My chest heaved as my breath grew strained. I hid my hands in my pockets, hoping that restraining them would put my urges at bay. But then I heard the door slam shut behind me and the turn of a key, locking it tightly.

I spun around, glancing at the locked door and then at its owner, her eyes flickering with an undeniable naughtiness as she flicked a switch that began to lower the shades over the windows. As the darkness plunged around us the ceiling lights illuminated the room faintly, making the room glow warmly. My chest was pounding as the woman stepped towards me, her hips swaying with every strut.

“I know all about you,” she said softly, her words breathy and sensual. “I know what you are and I know what you want.”

I tried to swallow, but my throat was too dry. My body was shaking with a nervous energy like none I had ever felt before. “You do?” I managed to get out, my voice trembling uncontrollably as she stopped just in front of me.

“Yes,” she purred. “And I plan to give you exactly what you desire.”


Chapter 2
Tempted


Ilet out a quiet moan as her hand brushed against my chest. I watched as she walked past me, my eyes glued on her ass as it swayed back and forth, bouncing beneath her tight dress.

My mind was racing, wondering what she meant, what it was that she thought that she knew about me—about what I desired. “Who are you?” I let out.

She glanced at me over her shoulder and grinned. “My name is Cynthia and I’m the owner of this shop,” she answered, her voice strong yet calm.

She stopped before a mannequin wearing a short purple dress and adjusted its deep v-neck cut. I admired the outfit, the soft flutter sleeves, the long flowing skirt, the elegant lace hems, I could feel it stirring something within me, drawing me to it.

Cynthia turned to face me, her arm wrapped around the figure’s waist. “And you are?” she asked.

Flustered, I had to think for a moment before I could answer. “Evan,” I replied.

She smirked at my response before making her way to another mannequin, this time the one wearing the pink dress that I had been admiring outside. “Evan,” she repeated, my name playfully rolling off her tongue. “At last, a name to go to the face that I see so often.”

Instantly I felt my cheeks grow flush with embarrassment.

So she has noticed me. I wonder what she thinks of my daily gazing. Is that why she thinks she knows me so well?

I tried to hide my shame with a smile, but it was hard when my body was trembling so much. Knowing that she had seen me left me feeling vulnerable, as if she now held a dark secret of mine.

“You sell some very beautiful dresses,” I mumbled.

She nodded her agreement as she walked around the mannequin, her fingers tracing over the pink dress that it wore. I heard her unzipping it slowly as she glanced at me from over the figure’s body. “And these dresses catch your eyes, do they? Every day?” she asked.

I felt like I was shrinking from every word she spoke, each one announcing that she knew more about me than I had expected.

“I was thinking about buying one for my wife,” I lied as I nervously scratched at my arm. “But I don’t know much about women’s clothing so I’ve been hesitant.”

Her eyes squinted as she stared at me, piercing through my soul. As they loosened and her lips curled just subtly, I could tell that she saw right through my lies.

“A wife yet no ring? Fascinating,” she purred, calling me out.

A pit was growing in my stomach, a weakness encompassing me.

“Oh, uhh… I…” I stammered, trying desperately to come up with a defense but failing.

Cynthia chuckled at me as she slipped the pink dress off the display and held it out before her. Slowly she began walking towards me, each step causing her heels to echo loudly through the empty shop and reverberate through my body.

My chest was pounding as she approached me with the dress, my loins burning with anticipation, wondering what she was up to.

“I’ve specifically seen you ogling this one,” she said. “This isn’t one that I would normally suggest for a married woman. It’s low neckline, its tight bodice and short length… this is more for a woman who wants to feel sexy for a night out on the town, a woman who wants to let men know why she’s out—to get taken and used… for pleasure.”

Her words left me breathless as my cock squirmed in my pants. I could feel it growing, my arousal surging as the dress that had stolen my attention day after day was now inches away from me.

“Why don’t you touch it?” she added, moving the dress even closer.

I gulped as I felt its aura radiating over me. My hands shook as they reached out. I felt its soft satin on my fingers, sending goosebumps over my flesh as a cool chill ran through me. My mouth was agape as I embraced the fabric and felt my body react excitedly.

“So this does nothing for you?” she asked, her words toying with my emotions. “Your only interest is for your wife to wear it?”

I could hear my breath escaping my open mouth, I could feel my stomach churn with every touch of the satin.

“It’s very lovely,” I squeaked out.

“Indeed,” Cynthia agreed, her grin returning to her face. “You have a keen eye. This shade of pink will go perfectly with your natural hair color.”

It took me a moment to register what she said, but once I had I nearly fell over, tripping over my feet as I let go of the dress and backed up. “On me?” I gasped.

Cynthia didn’t waver. As I stepped backwards, she followed, the dress still held out towards me. “You don’t have to play bashful with me, Evan,” she said cooly. “You’re not the first that I’ve caught admiring my collection. I know that you don’t have a wife and I know that your real interest is for yourself. But are you ready to admit as much?”

“What are you talking about?” I cried out as my back hit the front door, sending a surge of panic through me.

“Don’t deny yourself the pleasure of discovery. Don’t deny yourself the allure of femininity.”

My heart was racing, my body shivering. Her words were having an effect on me but I couldn’t tell if it was from truth or denial. Before I could find out I shook my head to reject her suggestion.

“I could make you glamorous. I could make you feel sexy and beautiful,” she cooed. “All you have to do is say yes.”

In her eyes I saw truth, I saw that she was sincere in her promises. For an instant I thought I might see the path to answers. In my pants I felt my desire, my own truth surging into an erection, telling me that she was right in everything that she had said.

But still, it all seemed too much to say, too much to accept. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t. I wouldn’t.

Without thinking my mouth suddenly dropped open and a deep exhale flew out. With it was my answer.

“Yes.”


Chapter 3
Sized Up


Before I knew it Cynthia had me by the hand, pulling me through her store with the pink dress flowing behind us. We passed by racks of dresses and blouses, displays of bras and panties, and shelves of high heels, each one making my heart flutter at the thought of feeling them on me.

She opened a door and pulled me inside, turning the lights on to revel a small room with a wall covered in mirrors and a small stool standing in the middle. She stopped next to the stool and released my hand as a wicked grin spread across her face.

“Get undressed,” she ordered me.

Her command surprised me even though it shouldn’t have. I hadn’t considered that I would have to get undressed in front of this strange yet captivating woman. Looking down at my business attire, my grey suit jacket and slacks, my navy tie, and white button up, I couldn’t help but wonder how I might soon look when she was done with me.

“O-okay,” I stammered as I took off my jacket to begin undressing.

Cynthia stood in a corner, watching me get undressed, her eyes examining every inch of me as she tapped her finger thoughtfully on her lips. I paused when all that was left was my boxers, my nerves not letting me continue as Cynthia watched me closely.

Our eyes briefly locked and she nodded at me, telling me to continue disrobing. I gritted my teeth as I closed my eyes and wrapped my fingers around the waistband of my boxers, releasing a deep breath before pushing them down and letting them fall down to the floor beneath me.

My body began shaking as I stood before Cynthia completely naked, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than I ever had before. I couldn’t tell what she thought of me as she made no sounds, the room remaining silent other than the click of her heels as she walked around me. When I heard her stop before me I let my eyes peek open to see her standing with her arms crossed considering me.

“I can definitely work with this,” she said as she nodded to herself.

I watched as she twirled around and walked towards a small desk against the wall where she picked up a note pad and a long measuring tape. She hurried back to me, tape in hand and pencil in mouth, her eyes looking intense as if ready to join a battle.

Without warning her hands were suddenly on me, running the measuring tape along my bare skin. My body shivered from her cool, soft touches despite my efforts to control it otherwise. If she noticed my awkwardness, she didn’t mention them, she only kept measuring, occasionally stopping to write down her results.

She wrapped the tape around my chest, connecting it between my nipples. “Not much to work with here, but I can fix that,” she thought out loud.

She continued down to my waist, again taking my measurements and again seeming disappointed. “No curves here either, but that can also be corrected.”

As she worked her way down to my hips I could feel my cock beginning to swell as her touches neared. I squeezed my eyes shut tightly, trying to distract myself so I wouldn’t get hard in front of her, so I wouldn’t embarrass myself before this beautiful stranger, but as I felt her fingers delicately trace the inside of my thigh, up to my crotch, I couldn’t take it anymore.

With a sudden rush my dick surged to life, growing hard and strong as it forced its desires to be known. I felt Cynthia pause, her fingers still lingering between my legs, then she let out an amused chuckle.

“It’s surprisingly decent,” she said as her hand wrapped around my length, making me spasm with surprise and delight. “What a shame.”

My body convulsed as her fingers slipped down to my head, slowly turning as they traced along my bulging veins. Her touch was so soft and delicate, so feminine and foreign—it felt so good.

Her touches moved back up, stroking me again. Suddenly I wanted to melt into her grip, to let her touch me and use me as she pleased. I felt like I was dreaming, just minutes ago I was walking home alone and here I was naked in the back room of a dress shop getting fondled by this angel.

Another full stroke had my body relaxing while my cock tensed in her hand, throbbing with delight. Her other hand cupped my balls, her soft touch sending shivers through my body. A soft moan escaped my lips as she continued her exploration of my manhood.

“You’re going to be good and do everything I tell you to, right?” she purred. “I don’t want to waste my time on someone who isn’t ready to commit.”

Without thinking I agreed. “Yes,” I breathed out.

“Good,” she replied firmly. “But just in case, I have a little something that will help secure your commitment.”

I suddenly felt something cold against my penis, distracting me from her ominous words. Looking down I saw the measuring tape stretching across it as Cynthia nodded contemplatively. She looked up and caught my eyes, her piercing green gaze flashing me a look that I couldn’t quite understand as she wrote down my measurements.

“Every detail is important for creating the perfect fit,” she explained, as if registering my confusion. “Be it big… or small.”

My stomach churned at her insinuation, but I could feel my dick pulse at her accusation, as if delighted by her insult. “O-oh,” I squeaked out, covering myself with my hands as she walked away.

“Don’t worry, we’ll cover you up soon enough,” she giggled as she noticed my shame. “I now have everything I need to get started on you.”

My heart skipped a beat as Cynthia walked past me towards the door. The thought of her beginning had me filled with excitement.

“Wait right there,” she added as she looked back at me from the doorway. “I’ll be right back.”


Chapter 4
Dressed


Cynthia soon returned with an arm full of fabric, mostly pink and lacy. The excited pounding in my chest seemed to amplify as I watched her set it all down on the desk, delicately sorting out each individual piece.

Is this really happening? She really intends to have me try on women’s clothing? To feminize me?

It all seemed too surreal, but I couldn’t deny the allure of the idea, especially after feeling her hands on me, and especially after watching her approach me with a pair of pink lace panties.

Without a word she lowered herself down to a knee, holding the underwear towards me. I knew exactly what she wanted me to do and watched as my body moved itself, slipping each foot inside, just as she wanted me to.

She pulled the panties up my legs, the soft fabric brushing gently against them as she stood up. My body trembled as I watched the pink cotton cover my manhood and felt it slip into place around my cheeks. They felt surprisingly nice.

Cynthia ran her fingers along the waistband, straightening the panties out until they were in perfect position. Then I felt her touch slip inside, her fingers gripping my swelling cock as she pushed it down between my legs.

“We can’t have that popping out as we continue,” she giggled softly as her hand slipped out. “But don’t worry, I’m fully aware of how excited you are. There’s no need to show it.”

“Alright,” I mumbled as my eyes followed her back to the desk, wondering what piece would be next.

She returned with a matching bra, positioning herself behind me. She held it out in front of me and I slipped my arms through the straps as she pulled it back against my chest. As she connected the clasps, I noticed the large padded cups of the bra and how they gave me a strange semblance of having breasts.

Another trip to the desk had her bringing me two flesh colored objects. As she approached I could see the nipples on each one and instantly realized what they were. She slipped each one inside the cups of my bra, confirming that they were fake breasts, and I watched as my chest enlarged, bulging out as if I had a real, hefty bosom.

I had a growing urge to touch myself, to feel my new breasts, but before I could Cynthia’s hands were on them, groping them passionately as she stared into my eyes.

I gasped at her touch, surprised by how real they felt on my chest. “Yes, these are very nice,” she cooed before laughing and walking away. “Feel free to feel for yourself.”

I couldn’t resist. As she was gathering her next supplies my hands swarmed my chest, feeling the new extensions of my flesh. They were soft and plump, just like real breasts.

Is this what it feels like to have these?

In my admiration I hadn’t noticed Cynthia approach until she tapped on my leg from beneath me. I looked down to see her holding something black in her hands which she gestured towards my foot. I raised it up and she began slipping the soft fabric up my leg, its silky touch embracing my body sensually.

She pulled it up my leg, stopping at the top of my thighs. The lace trim adhered tightly around my skin, holding the thigh high stocking nicely in place. It made my leg look so soft, so smooth, so feminine, the dark color hiding the hair that normally covered my legs.

As Cynthia pulled the second stocking over my other leg I could feel my penis plumping up, her slow soft touches filling me with an unparalleled lust for more. When she was done she ran her fingers up my legs, tickling my every sense with the silky sensations of the stockings and making a whimper escape my mouth.

She chuckled excitedly at my noise, understanding the effect she and the lingerie were having over me. “I can tell you like it already,” she said, her touches moving further up between my legs. Her hand cupped my tucked penis, feeling its eagerness and making it grow ever more excited. “I can tell that I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”

Another whimper slipped out of my slack mouth as my body shivered from her strokes. The soft fabric of the panties felt so good against my throbbing cock, aided even more by her careful caresses.

“Now for the main course,” she whispered before turning away, leaving me breathless and filled with a deep longing for more.

She picked up the pink dress and smiled at me as she made her way back. I felt my skin tingle with anticipation as I watched the skirt flutter with every step closer she took. When she lowered it down for me to enter I eagerly did so, not wanting to have another second pass without feeling it draped over my skin.

Cynthia helped pull the dress up as I slipped my arms through the straps, the satin fabric teasing me as it ran up my body. Her hand traced around my waist as she walked behind me, letting me feel its cool texture against my flesh. She began zipping up the back, making the bodice tighten around me. When she finally stepped away I knew it was done, I was completely dressed just as she had wanted—just as I had wanted.

I looked down at the dress and saw the soft pink fabric catching the light, giving it a shimmery glow. The bodice hugged my waist snugly as the soft shoulder straps rested gently on my skin. I moved my hips slightly and watched the skirt fan out around me, full and bouncy, with the ruffled hem grazing just above my knees.

It was perfect.


Chapter 5
Feminized


“Yes,” Cynthia purred. “I can see it in your eyes. You love it.”

I bit my lip as I looked at her, passion swelling within me. I didn’t want to admit that she was right, but she was and we both knew it. “I… I do,” I finally agreed.

“And I’m not even done yet,” she added with a wicked chuckle.

“Y-you’re not?”

“It takes more than just clothes and some fake breasts to get the job done,” she replied as she examined me thoughtfully. “Here, sit down so I can finish you up.”

Cynthia led me to the desk and sat me down in a chair. As I moved, I noticed the way my dress swished with each step, adding a playful flair to the outfit I already loved wearing. It felt light and airy, like I was wrapped in a bit of satin magic that was meant for twirling.

I can’t believe I like this so much, but it just feels so… right.

Seated, I watched as Cynthia pulled out a variety of makeups from the drawers of the desk, each one adding a new layer of mystery to what my final look would be. When she was ready she turned my chair to face the mirror and moved to stand in front of me.

As I sat in the chair, I felt a mix of nerves and curiosity. The reflection staring back at me was just… me. Despite the beautiful, shimmering satin dress that I wore, I still saw myself in the mirror, a vision that told me that what Cynthia was about to do was necessary to complete my transformation.

She stood before me, calm and confident, her beauty nearly distracting enough to settle my nerves. Almost. Her hands were steady, yet impossibly gentle, as she began applying some kind of primer. It felt cool against my skin, her fingers moving in practiced circles, a motion that was soothing if not a little relaxing.

I couldn’t help but catch the light floral scent of her perfume as she leaned closer. “Just relax,” she said with a pleased grin, her eyes meeting mine before she picked up a brush to apply the foundation. Each stroke felt like a small change, with each pass of the brush it seemed like there was a part of me fading away, giving way to someone new.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice gentle yet demanding. I did, feeling the light touch of powder on my eyelids, then the cool slide of eyeshadow. She traced along my lash line with eyeliner, her touch precise, then followed up with mascara. I could feel my lashes being coaxed into something fuller, something that fluttered with each blink.

Then she moved on to my lips, and I felt her thumb gently pull my lower lip down, my body obeying her fully. The lipstick felt creamy, her hand steady as she carefully filled in and shaped my lips with a shade that I hoped would complement me as well as the dress did.

But still I kept my eyes closed, partially afraid of to see myself transformed, partially afraid of how much I might love it. I felt Cynthia’s fingers on my head, pulling something over it, and then I felt hair trickling down my cheeks and falling over my shoulders and knew exactly what she had done.

“Look at yourself,” Cynthia breathed out, sounding in awe of her work as she combed my new hair. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to open my eyes, but I had the feeling that I didn’t have a choice.

When I finally did as I was told, the face looking back was different. My face was framed perfectly by curly brunette locks of hair, my jawline had softened with a subtle contour, my cheeks had a kind of glow I’d never seen before, and my lips—fuller, glossier—felt like they belonged to someone else, yet still somehow to me.

I touched my face to make sure it was mine looking back at me in the reflection—it was. Cynthia had transformed me, she had made me more feminine, more soft and beautiful.

I turned my gaze toward her, searching her expression for something to anchor me in this new look. She just smiled, a look in her eyes that told me that she knew she was right about everything, that this really was what I wanted. It was, but it wasn’t just what I wanted, it was now clear to me that this is what I needed.

“How do you feel?” she asked me, her voice delicate.

I looked back into the mirror, examining my new look once more. “Right,” I answered.

Her hands squeezed my shoulders, a comforting touch that helped settle me. “I’m glad to hear it because this is just the beginning, dear.”

“It is?” I asked in surprise, unsure of what else she could possibly do to transform me any more.

She lowered herself so that her head was next to mine, her lips nuzzling up to my ear as she stared at me through the mirror. “Oh, yes,” she growled. “I’ve been fantasizing about transforming you for weeks, Evan. Every time I saw you looking into my store’s window, seeing your longing, your lust and desire for… this!” She ran her hands over my chest until they enveloped my breasts, squeezing them firmly to drive home her point. “There’s so much more that I want to do to you. So much more that I will do to you.”

My cock throbbed in my panties, her warm breath sending goosebumps over my body and flooding me with desire.

“There is?”

Her hands continued down my body, rubbing the silky satin of the dress against my flesh. My mouth opened to ask more, but only moans came out.

“Yes. But only if you tell me how badly you want it, how badly you want me to help you discover your true self.”

“My true self?” I repeated under my breath, wondering if what she said was right. She continued to rub my body as she breathed against my neck, my cock surging from her seductive caresses. The more I felt the silky, feminine clothes against my body, the more I liked it, the more I wanted to explore this. “Yes, you’re right. I do want it. Please help me.”


Chapter 6
The Beginning


Iwatched a devilish smile spread across Cynthia’s reflection as she stood up, her hands slowly running up my body as she moved. Already I longed for more of her touches, for her to make me feel sexy and desired again.

“Excellent,” she said as she began digging through the drawers of the desk once more. “But if we’re going to do this then I need you to make a solemn promise that you will do everything that I say, that you will obey me and trust me.

Trust her? I hardly know her… Yet there’s something that’s drawing me to her, that makes me want to be around her. I think I just have to have faith in this sexy stranger.

I looked away from the mirror and down at my body, seeing the dress covering my body. Moving my legs I could feel the silky thigh highs rub together, tingling my senses and filling me with joy. Everything that had happened tonight had been perfect. I knew I couldn’t turn down the possibility of more.

Behind me the rustling finished and I heard Cynthia walking to the center of the room. “Why don’t you come really see yourself,” she invited me.

I stood up and followed her over, once again feeling the pleasing sensations of my dress swishing over my legs. When I approached her she grabbed my shoulders and turned me to face the mirror—as I moved my dress twirled around me, the dazzling satin shimmering in the overhead lights creating a magical look as if I was a princess wearing a fancy gown.

I couldn’t help but gasp at the sight of my new feminine reflection.

Cynthia stepped in front of me, momentarily blocking my view before surprising me by lowering herself down to her knees. I looked down at her, seeing her own flowing brown hair glisten down her back and couldn’t help but wonder if I now looked as remotely beautiful as she.

Her hands fumbled with the skirt of my dress, pushing it up and out of the way. “Hold this,” she ordered me as she handed me the hems.

Without thinking I obeyed, knowing that she now wanted me to be good for her in order to get more experiences like these, then I watched as her hand floated to my crotch, sliding between my legs and rubbing my cock through my soft panties.

A rush of air pushed through my lips at the sensation, a feeling that I had quickly come to love, but this time instead of continuing I felt her push my panties to the side and pull my swollen cock out. She let it rest on her fingers as she admired it while my body began to tremble with anticipation, wondering if it would soon disappear between her plump lips.

But then I heard some clinking noises and felt something sliding over my balls and then my shaft. Looking down I watched her press a piece of hard plastic over the head, pushing it back towards my body.

My trembling shifted from anticipation to fear as my mouth dropped in shock. The plastic connected to another piece that was around my balls and as they joined, I saw Cynthia pull out a small set of keys. I instantly knew what they were for, but I couldn’t find the words to stop her.

My cock pulsed, unsure if it should be aroused or terrified in this moment, but as the key slipped inside a small lock and turned, sealing it away inside this plastic prison, it made its choice—it was suddenly aroused, very aroused. Pressing firmly against the cage, my dick instantly found resistant, trying to grow erect but being unable.

Cynthia looked up at me with a naughty smile and a pleased twinkle in her eyes. She stood up, her delight growing as she saw the concern in my eyes. “This is to make sure you don’t back out. To make sure that you come back for more,” she said, her voice firm and commanding.

I watched the keys dangle from her fingers and had an urge to reach out for them, to steal them and use them to release myself, but something inside of me stopped me. Something deep inside wanted her to have such control, to have such power over me.

“Yes, Cynthia,” I let out as my eyes flashed back to her’s.

“You see, I’m going to make you some custom dresses, ones that fit even better than this. Dresses with frills and lace, satin and silk, dresses that will make you never want to wear men’s clothes ever again.”

I could feel my dick swelling at her words, eager for me to play dress up with her again.

“This is my assurance that I won’t be wasting my time, that my work won’t be for naught,” she added.

I nodded eagerly, expressing my understanding and acceptance. “I understand.”

“Good. It will take me a week or two before I’m ready to see you again and in that time I expect you to perform a series of chores and prove to me that you are obeying them.”

The thought was unnerving, up to two weeks until I would be able to see her again, up to two weeks with my cock locked in this strange device. But at the same time, the idea of having costum dresses made just for me was enthralling.

“Prove? How?”

“You will be sending me pictures of yourself daily to prove yourself to me, pictures of yourself wearing the panties that I will be sending you away with and with your body fully shaved and smooth.”

“Oh,” I breathed out, my body quivering with arousal at her suddenly demanding tone. “Yes, Cynthia.”

She walked around me, taking me by the waist and holding me firmly in her grip. “You will be a good little pet, obedient and doting. You will not like discovering what will happen when you don’t do as I say,” she whispered in my ear.

I gulped anxiously while my cock throbbed. “Yes, Cynthia.”

She playfully nibbled on my ear lobe and then laughed. “No,” she let out. “No longer am I Cynthia. From now on I’m your mistress and that’s what you will call me.”

“Yes… Mistress,” I answered, the words sounding perfect as they rolled off my tongue. Speaking the words, I had a sudden feeling that this was indeed a new beginning, that my life was about to change drastically.

As I looked back at my reflection in the mirror, the frilly pink dress coating my body, I had hope. No longer was I on the outside looking in, no longer did I have mysterious desires haunting me. Now I had had my first taste, now I had answers.

Now I knew that I would do whatever it took to experience more.


The Seamstress’s Sissy Model
PART 2: LOCKED IN LINGERIE



Chapter 1
New Desires


Over the next week I did everything that my mistress Cynthia asked of me. I began shaving my legs and body, wearing the panties that she had supplied me, and even sending her pictures of my penis locked in my chastity cage, just as she had demanded. It was all so unlike me, to have such desires and to be so obedient, but with every passing day I felt even more consumed by these feelings, as if something deep inside me was working its way out—as if the real me was rising to the surface.

I tried to embrace these new feelings and desires, to accept them rather than to suppress them as I always had. For months I had simply admired the dresses in Cynthia’s shop from the outside looking in, denying myself the urges I felt to touch them. But she had woken me up, she had drawn me inside and given me the opportunity to feel these urges satiated for the first time. She had given me my first taste of freedom and then locked me in chastity to ensure I didn’t stop there.

In that sense the chastity cage locked around my manhood was proof of my commitment not only to my mistress, but also to myself. If I wanted it removed then I would have to return to Cynthia, to see what she had made for me, to try on even more of her forbidden fabrics. Luckily, my desire to return bloomed more with every passing day that I was locked up, aided by my mistress’s teases.

In response to the check-in pictures that I would send her, Cynthia would respond back with pictures of her work, teasing me with pictures of the shimmering satin, lavish lace, and flirty frills—all the fabrics that she was using to create me new dresses. Seeing the pictures filled me with lust to feel those materials against my skin, even more so than my typical window shopping did. With these pictures I knew they would soon belong to me, they were being custom made just for me, to fit me. I couldn’t wait for her to call me back into her shop so I could finally experience them.

Every day I continued to walk past her store, gazing in through the windows as I always did. Now as I looked inside and admired her fine work draped over her mannequins, I felt a new connection to them, I could feel my dick swelling in my chastity cage, pressing against the soft panties she had given me as I remembered her dressing me up as if I too was her doll to use and play with.

On several occasions I saw Cynthia inside, our eyes locking and hope surging through me. Each time I tried to be strong, to play cool and not show my eagerness, but it was hard to restrain myself. I knew she could see the pleading look in my eyes as she shook her head and denied my return.

“Soon,” she would mouth, telling me to wait. Her lips would curl into a powerful smirk, her eyes strong and sharp as she watched my disappointment.

In those moments I could sense the control she was gaining over me and I knew that she felt it, too. It was a control that went far beyond simply having the keys to a device that she had locked on me, it was a control that came from being the only one to know my secret and being the only one who could help. It was a power over me that was quickly becoming intoxicating.

After each rejection I would continue home to wait. I would undress until I wore nothing but that day’s pair of panties, admiring how they looked on my smooth, hairless body. I would think about Cynthia, constantly eyeing my phone in hope of a new message from her. I would run my fingers down my body, feeling how soft and feminine I felt. I would rub my chastity cage through my panties as I thought of what would come next, what Cynthia would dress me in—what she would do to me.

Finally, after ten days I received the text message that I had been waiting for. “This evening after work. Come inside,” Cynthia had written to my delight.

All day I could think of nothing but what was to come, what I would experience once I walked inside the doors of her shop once more. After ten days locked in chastity my mind was racing with endless fantasies of what might happen, causing an endless swelling beneath my panties.

When the time finally arrived I hurried down the street to her store. Through the window I could already see the lights were dimmed as if to tell everyone else that the shop was closed. But I knew the truth, I knew that it would still be open—just for me.

I rapped at the door to announce my arrival, my desperation exuding itself in my eager knocks. The sound of her heels approaching made my heart flutter and when the door creaked open I felt it skip a beat as I gasped at her sight.

As always she looked stunning, her luscious locks of brunette hair framing her beautiful face, her sultry curves perfectly outlined by her black body con dress, her breasts heaving off of her chest on full display from its low neckline. Seeing her up close again made me squirm eagerly, anxious to begin our next session of my transformation.

“Hello, Mistress,” I breathed out, unable to hide my excitement.

She grinned at me, a wicked smile that told me that she had something naughty planned for me today. “Welcome back, Evangeline,” she purred, debuting my new, feminine name for the first time.

I was taken aback by the change in name, surprised but also in awe. She stepped to the side and I rushed in, smelling the familiar scent of lavender floating in the air.

“Let’s not waste any time,” she continued as she grabbed my hand. “Come with me.”


Chapter 2
Examination


Before I knew it we were making our way swiftly through the shop, Cynthia pulling me by the hand towards the fitting room in the back of the store. I felt light on my feet, as if I was walking on clouds while being guided by the angel before me.

The back room had an air about it, the walls covered with vibrant colors and fabrics. I gasped as I took in the sights, amazed by the quantity of clothes around me.

“Are these… all for me?” I breathed out in awe.

“I have fitted all of these to fit your body, so in that sense, yes, they are yours,” Cynthia answered as she approached the wall. “But they will remain with me until you have proven yourself worthy of them.”

She ran her fingers softly across her work, her feminine fingers against the satin and lace making my cock swell with desire as I awaited her command to get dressed.

“I’m looking to expand my business to new clientele, to people more like yourself,” she continued as she turned back to look at me. “People who want to feel sexy and beautiful, but don’t quite have the right feminine forms to fit into normal dresses.”

I nodded at her as I tried to follow along, but my mind struggled to focus as my eyes traced over every inch of satin and lace hanging around her.

“And you will be my model,” she added, her voice loud and firm, returning my attention to her.

As her words registered with me I felt a chill encompass me. Being her model meant endless possibilities of dresses and sexy clothing to wear—it meant more time here, with her.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied as I tried to steady my trembling voice.

She nodded her approval. “Good, now get undressed so we may begin.”

My dick pulsed in my pants at her order, knowing that the time I had been waiting so eagerly for was finally here. No longer was I nervous about getting undressed in front of Cynthia because I knew that being undressed wouldn’t be the final result. In fact, I hoped I would be naked as little as possible.

Quickly I disrobed, tearing off my manly business attire and tossing it to the side of the room as far away from me as I could get it. I left my panties on, a pink lace thong that was becoming a favorite of mine, and looked to Cynthia for whether or not I should remove it, too.

She glanced at it then me and flashed me a look that told me she wanted it off as well so I obeyed, leaving myself with nothing covering me except the small pink chastity cage she had locked me in. As I tossed aside my panties Cynthia was suddenly on me, her hands running down my legs as she knelt down before me.

“Very nice,” she purred as her delicate fingers traced down my hairless flesh, running them down and then back up the inside of my legs.

My body quivered as her fingers approached my crotch, my caged penis swelling with excitement as memories of her previous touches flooded my mind.

“How have you liked shaving?” she asked me, her voice sounding sincere and curious as she continued rubbing my thighs, moving closer and closer to my cage with every pass.

I opened my mouth to respond but a hot breath preceded any words, her sensual strokes making me feel weak in her hands. “I like it,” I finally managed out. “My body now complements my panties much better without hair.”

She looked up and grinned at me, a pleased look in her eyes. “Well said. That’s the perfect mindset to have, you should want your body to complement your lingerie more than anything.”

As if to show me her true approval, her fingers swarmed my chastity cage, cupping my restrained cock in her hand. She carefully caressed it as she considered it. I could feel it pulsing in her hand, longing for more of her flirtatious, feminine touches.

“And this? How are you doing with this?” she asked as she began running her fingers along each line of the cage. Her touches were surreal, it was if I could feel them yet not at all—it was maddening in a satisfying sort of way.

“It’s… it’s been a little frustrating,” I admitted as I fought my urges to squirm. “But I kept it on for you. So I could come back to you.”

Cynthia chuckled at my answer, her hands grabbing my hips as she stood up. As she smirked at me, she grabbed her necklace and pulled it out from her bosom, dangling it before me. Confused, I looked at the necklace and noticed what was at the end, two little keys that looked just like the ones she had used to lock my cock up.

“You didn’t have a choice,” she laughed. “Once you agreed to my plan you became mine. Mine to do with as I please.”

I gulped nervously as I stared at the keys. “But I did everything you said and I came back. Doesn’t that mean that you’re going to unlock me now? Since I’ve obeyed you?”

“Hah!” she laughed loudly, her head arching back dramatically. “While I certainly appreciate your obedience, I’m far from through with you, my dear.” She tucked the keys back between her generous breasts, my eyes following while my stomach churned. “You’re going to remain locked up until I am.”

Oddly I felt my cock throb harder than ever, pressing wildly against its cage as if intensely aroused by her threats. “How long will that be?”

She touched my cheek softly as she leaned towards me. “It could be days or weeks, perhaps even months,” she whispered. “Maybe longer.”

A soft moan escaped my mouth as my cock throbbed harder, her hand returning to tease it once more.

“But don’t worry, darling,” she continued. “Our time together won’t be without its chances for pleasure.”

Her hands drifted away as she stepped back, leaving me feeling under her spell. Never before had I felt so weak, so powerless, so under someone else’s control.

I loved it.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, verbalizing my newfound understanding.

“Good. Now let’s stop wasting time and begin.”


Chapter 3
New Clothes


Cynthia returned to the clothes she had set out for me, examining each piece as she glanced back at me.

“I want you to feel extra sexy, extra feminine,” she explained. “I want you to go home knowing that you were meant to wear dresses and lingerie instead of suits and boxers. I want you to long to toss out your old mens clothing. I want you to desire wearing nothing but what I give you.”

Could that really be my existence? Could I really throw away all of my old clothes in favor of these? These silks and satins, these laces and frills.

I bit my lip at the thought. I wasn’t sure if such a future was possible, but the idea was intoxicating. To be able to wake up and pick out my sexiest outfit for the day, to be able to go through work wearing a slinky low cut dress then return home and change into some silky pajamas to curl up and relax—the images were endlessly alluring.

“I already want that,” I admitted under my breath, just quiet enough that Cynthia couldn’t hear it.

She stopped before a pink lace teddy and ran her fingers down its length thoughtfully. It was see through other than some very strategically placed boning and straps and there were wired cups for the breasts that looked just big enough to fit the fake ones she had me wear last time. It looked extremely erotic and enticing. It looked perfect.

“This,” she breathed out. “This will be your first taste tonight.”

I watched as she removed it from the hanger and presented it to me. Without hesitation I accepted it and began to slip it on, the soft lace tickling my hairless body as it moved up my legs.

The crotch straps slipped sensually between my cheeks, fitting me like a thong. The boning adhered to my skin like a warm hug, tightening around me nicely and giving me the feeling of having real feminine curves. The cups positioned themselves just over my chest, the wiring already pushing my skin up as if trying to create its own breasts.

Cynthia connected the hooks in the back as I admired my new lingerie. It fit me like a glove, almost feeling like second skin—like it was meant for me to wear it.

She disappeared for a moment before returning and wrapping her arms around me. She slipped in my fake breasts, filling in the cups of the teddy just as I had imagined. Swiftly her hands swallowed them, squeezing them as my dick squirmed from her aggressive groping.

A hand released itself and drifted down my torso, letting my flesh feel the lacy fabric pressed against it. She ran it down between my legs, brushing against my cage and tucking it further down as if trying to hide its presence.

“Doesn’t that feel lovely?” she whispered in my ear, her breath sending shivers down my spine.

“Yes,” I moaned, feeling my chest heave from her touches.

“Good. Let’s continue.”

Cynthia returned to the clothes, this time seeming to know exactly what she wanted next. Stopping before a bright red dress, she quickly plucked it from its hanger and brought it to me, holding it out as if it was a holy tribute, sacred in its sensuality.

The dress was a vision in red, its lace glistening like embers in the soft glow of the room. The intricate pattern swept across the bodice, hugging curves with delicate precision, while the low neckline dipped ever so gracefully, hinting at both elegance and allure. Sheer panels teased beneath the lace and I knew that it would allow a glimpse of skin, making me glad that my entire body was now shaved.

The skirt flared out, light and airy, bouncing with each step closer Cynthia took, as if made for dancing. It was a dress to make its wearer feel sexy and desired, slutty yet elegant. It was a dress designed to captivate, to catch the light—and every eye in the room.

I couldn’t believe that she wanted me to wear it.

“For me?” I breathed out as Cynthia held it out.

“Of course. Nothing but the best for my model,” she answered.

I felt enraptured by her response, feeling like my future was suddenly so much brighter than it was an hour ago. Suddenly I had hope, suddenly I had something to look forward to.

“Thank you,” I let out as I accepted the dress.

Cynthia grinned wickedly at me in response. There was something about her look that was a little unnerving, it was as if my pleasure was accomplishing something for her. I shook off the thought, accepting that she obviously had a plan for me, for us, and because I was becoming impatient to feel this gorgeous red garment on me.

I quickly lowered the dress and stepped into it, pulling it up my body excitedly. As my arms slipped through the sleeves Cynthia pulled the back tightly around me, zipping it up slowly, letting it adhere around me snuggly.

Looking down I admired my new outfit, seeing the mounds on my chest pushing out like real breasts. The tightness of the teddy and dress helped shape my body to give it slight curves and the fluffiness of the skirt helped hide any last semblance of my manhood while the teddy helped tuck it tightly between my legs.

When I felt Cynthia slip my long, curvy brunette wig over my head and watched the hair flutter around my face, I knew the first step of my transformation was complete, but already I wanted more.

“Gorgeous,” Cynthia cooed, stepping back to take in my look.

“It is,” I replied as I looked into the mirror to see my full look.

“I meant you.”

I gasped, my shocked breath catching in my throat. Never before had I been called such a word and even if I had I would have never believed. Not until now.


Chapter 4
Photo Shoot


Cynthia quickly completed my transformation by applying makeup, making me feel sexier and more feminine than ever. Once done, she took me by the hand again, pulling me out of the room and back into the store. She briefly stopped before a display of heels, searching them and settling on a pair of bright red stilettos, their passionate shade of red matching my dress perfectly. But before I could get a better look at them we were off again, hurrying to the other side of the store and into another room.

Inside there was a long wall draped with a green screen and surrounded by large lights, on the floor was a long white fur rug. I walked up to get a feel for area, already having an idea what we would be doing here. I could feel my heart fluttering at the idea of Cynthia having proof of my transformation, of there being actual pictures of what I had allowed her to do to me.

Is she really going to take pictures of me dressed like this? That sounds so wrong yet so naughty and sexy.

As I took in my new surroundings she walked to the other side where there was a tall tripod with a large camera stationed on top, the long lens pointed directly at me.

“I want you to embrace your new self, to show me how good you feel finding your truth,” Cynthia purred at me, her voice sensual yet strong.

My body began to shake as the reality set in and suddenly I was unsure that I would be able to go through with it.

“What are you going to do with these photos,” I asked with a trembling voice.

My mistress’s eyes squinted at me and already I could see her anger seeping out. “It is of no difference to you, girl. You are to do as I say.”

Her harshness made me gasp, my lungs filling with air as I took a step back. I knew she was right and that I was wrong to question her motives, the realization turning my fear into concern that I would lose this amazing relationship that she had ignited between us.

“I-I’m sorry, Mistress,” I pleaded with her.

“I do not like being talked back to or argued with—I sincerely hope you don’t make that mistake again.”

I gulped as I nodded eagerly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, now pose.”

I shook out my feelings and let out a deep breath as I psyched myself up for my task, closing my eyes to focus myself on how I felt in my new outfit. As I breathed in I could feel the lace of my lingerie tickle my flesh, the thong strap of the teddy sliding up my crack, teasing me with a strange new pleasure. As I breathed out I could feel my breasts settle and my dress bounce around me. I bit my lip at the new sensations as they began to consume my body, returning the delightful feelings of femininity and sexiness.

You are sexy. You are beautiful. Embrace it.

I smiled as I opened my eyes, feeling like I was reborn. Feeling like I was Evangeline.

Without anymore hesitation I suddenly moved, striking my first pose. I could feel the weight of the intricate fabric hugging every curve of my body as I moved. My leg lunged to the side, my chest heaved forward as I positioned myself provocatively for Cynthia.

The clicks of her camera echoed through my ears as she captured every moment of daring that I didn’t know was in me. With every shot I felt myself embracing my new form, letting my body language shift in ways never before possible. My hair tossed back and I could feel it brush against my shoulders as I angled my hips slightly, sensing my dress tighten around my waist, making me feel more feminine.

“Very good,” Cynthia cooed from behind her camera. “You’re a natural.”

Her words made me surge with confidence and exuberance. Already this felt like more than just playing dress-up, it had its own energy, its own purpose—it was freeing me from my former self, liberating my femininity in new ways.

“Yes!” Cynthia exclaimed. “Pout your lips, push out your chest. Be the naughty girl that you long to be.”

I followed her commands, leaning towards the camera as I pressed my chest together, my lips gushing, filled with passion. My moves were becoming fluid, filled with new grace and softness that I could sense exuding from within.

My hands ran up and down my body, feeling my new curves and my lacy attire. I closed my eyes I believed that I was touching a real woman, a beautiful and sexy woman, and I truly believed I was—it was magical.

Soon I could feel my breathing shift as I grew tired, my body beginning to ache from posing while wearing my tall stilettos, but I didn’t want to stop. And I wouldn’t, not until my mistress said otherwise.

“That was magnificent,” Cynthia finally let out as she stepped aside from her camera, her smile beaming proudly at me. “You were more captivating than I could have imagined. You were born for this.”

As I caught my breath I noticed a deep arousal pulsing through me, my penis throbbing in my chastity cage. “Thank you, Mistress,” I gushed as I bit my lip, attempting to control my built up lust.

“Now it’s time for the next phase,” she grinned at me. “Time to take off your dress and capture how sexy you are in your lingerie.”


Chapter 5
Lingerie Model


Before I could fully register her words Cynthia had swept behind me, her fingers brushing aside my hair and delicately pulling at the zipper of my dress. I felt it slide down, the tightness of the dress releasing, bringing me a feeling of sorrow as I felt the soft red lace slip off my body and tumble down to the floor.

She took away the dress and set it aside, leaving me wearing nothing but my pink teddy and black high heels. As she snuck back behind her camera, I felt suddenly very vulnerable standing before her wearing nothing but this thin lace lingerie.

“This time I want you to go all out, embrace your desires, unleash your lust,” Cynthia gushed. “You’re gorgeous and don’t you forget it.”

I bit my lip as I considered her words, wondering how else I might pose to obey her. I thought back to the lingerie catalogs I used to admire as a kid, trying to remember the sexiest poses—and then it dawned on me.

Lowering myself down to the ground, onto the white fur rug, I knew exactly what to do. I positioned myself onto my side, pushing my caged cock further between my legs to hide the distraction that was once my manhood, and propped myself on my elbow as I gazed into the camera.

“Excellent,” Cynthia exclaimed as I heard the camera begin to click, the thrill of the moment swiftly returning.

As I continued to work, I harnessed the feelings of my teddy. The lace, the gentle squeeze of the thong, all of it drew me further into this bold, untamed energy that I was beginning to feel so comfortable with. The poses began to flow naturally, almost instinctively. This wasn’t just a photo shoot anymore—it was me, letting myself be seen without holding anything back. I never expected to find this kind of confidence in lace and lingerie, but here I was, completely unguarded and alive in a way I never thought I’d feel.

It was amazing.

I rolled onto my stomach and pushed myself up, feeling my caged cock rub against the rug. The feeling was oddly alluring, causing a strong tension to fill my cage. I pushed my hips forward again, recreating the feeling and enjoying it more. After 10 days without touch, my dick finally felt some physical sensations—and it felt nice.

I continued to thrust my crotch against the floor as passion enveloped me. I kept my eyes on the camera, my mouth allowing naughty moans to escape as I found a way to feel physical pleasure.

“That’s it, let out your passion,” my mistress growled. “Now get on your back.”

I didn’t want to move, I didn’t want to stop feeling. But I also didn’t want to disobey.

Slowly I stopped, positioning myself on my back as I was told. But as I still felt the tightness in my cage, the throbbing of desire lingering within, I found that I couldn’t resist touching it more.

My fingers traced the lace of my lingerie, trickling down my body until it found my cage. I slowly began rubbing it, using my fingers to recreate the pleasure I had just discovered.

“Very nice,” Cynthia let out to my surprise. “That’s it, rub your little clit.”

My… clit?

I looked down and saw what I was doing, seeing my fingers rub myself through the pink lace, and understanding what she meant. I wondered if that would be how the camera captured me as well, just a naughty girl rubbing her clit for her seductive mistress.

I wanted desperately to roll back over, to hump the floor and continue my release of lust, but I fought the urge, not wanting to risk this moment with my mistress.

“I have an idea,” she suddenly said. “Keep building up your passion while you wait for me.”

Quickly she was out the door, leaving me to my own devices. I longed to remove this cage and touch myself truly, to give my body the release that it had been craving for so long, but I knew that wasn’t an option. Instead I continued touching myself, wondering if it would be possible to cum while locked in this tiny cage, wondering how I might release all this pent up sexual energy trapped inside of me.

When Cynthia returned I was shocked. No longer was she wearing her sexy skin tight dress, now she wore my suit. My clothes were baggy on her, yet somehow graced her body in away that was stunning. Her hair was tied up to look short and as she approached me, her walk was now strong and confident, just like a man.

“I want to use what you’re feeling for some couples shots,” she explained as she towered over me. “Get on your knees.”

I nodded as I pushed myself onto my knees, positioning myself just before her. As I gazed into her eyes I could see her familiar grin returning and had a sense that this wouldn’t be all she requested of me.

She ran her fingers through my hair, her pets letting me feel her approval, telling me that I was being the good girl she wanted me to be. In her other hand I noticed a small remote which she began to press, triggering the clicking of the camera to resume.

“How do you want me to pose with you, Mistress?” I asked, finding myself very eager to serve her.

“Put your hands on my legs and look up at me,” she ordered.

I nodded as I scooted forward and placed my hands on her. I could feel her toned yet feminine thighs beneath my suit, a touch that rejuvenated the throbbing in my cage. As I looked into her piercing eyes I wondered if anything would ever happen between us.

Her hand cupped my cheek, her thumb tenderly caressing my skin as her grin widened. “You’re becoming an excellent pet,” she chuckled. “But now it’s time to test your obedience. Are you going to continue being a good girl for me?”

I nodded eagerly, unsure of what I was agreeing to, but also not caring. Everything that she had had me do so far had been amazing, I couldn’t imagine not enjoying whatever she had planned next.

Her fingers tricked away from my flesh, drifting towards her pants. I watched her unbutton them then slowly lower the zipper. Her hand reached inside as her pants opened up, grabbing something as she giggled wickedly.

Her laugh flooded my senses with nerves and felt justified when I saw her pull something out of her pants. It was long and thick as it flopped out from her clenched hand.

It looked just like a cock.


Chapter 6
Obedience


Igasped at the sight in front of me, seeing the realistic looking cock dangle from Cynthia’s hand.

What is that for?

“I want some truly sexy pictures now, ones that will drive you crazy while you wait to see me again,” she explained as her hand slowly stroked the dildo strapped to her body.

“You do?” I whimpered, my eyes unable to look away from the cock before me.

She stepped forward, guiding her penis to my face, running the tip down each cheek as she giggled again. “Of course,” she laughed. “I always want my pets longing to have more time with me—and I always want them to truly explore their new selves.”

Pets?

Before I could consider her words more her cock was on my lips, bouncing against it playfully yet demandingly. I glanced up and she nodded at me, telling me that not only did she want me to do this, but that it was going to happen.

“Now be a good girl and do as you’re told,” she purred. “Suck my cock.”

I gulped nervously and I felt my own confined cock pulse, a mix of fear and desire battling within me. But despite the surging emotions, my logical mind told me that there was no choice but to obey, not unless I wanted to upset the person who had given me such an amazing opportunity.

I closed my eyes and tried to block out the thoughts in my head, letting out a calming breath as I opened my mouth, allowing her thick cock to enter me.

Slowly I leaned forward, my lips rolling over the thick head of the dildo then feeling its veins as it filled my mouth. I felt like I had so much inside yet so little at the same time, the feeling strange and unusual. As I pulled back my head and gazed back up at my mistress, she nodded again, making me feel like I was her good girl and filling me with a strange appreciation and a desire for more.

“That’s it. Suck my cock like the whore you are,” she spat out, further fueling the fire burning within me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed out as I leaned back for more.

Again I felt her cock fill my mouth. Again I felt a new surge in my cage.

There was no denying the arousal coursing through me, there was no denying how much I loved serving my mistress however she pleased, even when it took me beyond what I ever thought possible of myself.

As I continued I felt an overwhelming desire to touch myself, to rub my caged cock as I proved myself obedient to my mistress. While the pleasure blooming in my mouth was nice, I need more—I craved more.

Moans began escaping my mouth each time I took Cynthia’s cock deeper, my passion pouring out. My hand was wrapped tightly around it, my head turning as I learned to take it deeper.

I could feel my mistress’s fingers wrap around my hair, pulling me further onto her dildo, filling my mouth more each time. She groaned loudly with each lick of my tongue, as if truly feeling the pleasure I gave her device, her feminine cries making my penis throb harder.

“You’re such a good, eager cock slut,” Cynthia growled at me, her fingers wrapping tighter around my hair. “You’re fitting into my plans better than I could have expected.”

Hearing that she had a future envisioned for us made me want to please her more, driving me deeper over her cock until I nearly gagged. As the feelings began to overwhelm me I could feel my cock building up with pressure, the naughtiness I felt making me feel like I might just be able to cum if I continued.

But then I felt Cynthia’s fingers release and her body relax. I felt her dildo slip out of my mouth as she stepped backwards, away from me, leaving me feeling empty and denied.

“That’s enough for today,” she grinned at me, as if finding pleasure in the frustration in my eyes.

I was desperate for more, desperate to complete the feelings building within me, to find the full release of my sexual desires.

“Please,” I whimpered pathetically. “Just a little more.”

Her lips curled wider, her eyes growing more fierce. “Perhaps next time,” she breathed, her words soft and lingering. “But I want you to leave with that exact feeling. I want you needing more of me, of this.”

“I’ll always need more of you,” I pleaded, scooting forward on my knees towards her.

She laughed as she began to get undressed, letting my suit fall to the floor between us. “I know, my pet, I know.”

She now stood before me completely naked other than the dildo hanging between her legs, looking seductive in a way only she could. My eyes traced over every curve of her body, admiring the femininity exuding from her supple skin.

“Get dressed,” she ordered me as she pointed towards the pile of clothes.

I fought the urge to whine more as I stood up, slipping my fingers into the straps of my teddy as I began to pull it off.

“No, that stays on,” she said firmly.

“Yes, Mistress,” I nodded as I picked up my clothes, slipping each piece on over my lacy lingerie, enjoying that I could still feel this connection to her and this experience beneath my man costume.

“I know you’re disappointed, my dear Evangeline—I know you crave more,” Cynthia began as she gripped my jaw in her fingers, staring wildly into my eyes. “Trust that there is more to come, much more. I’m going to make you feel more and more like a woman every time we meet.”

My penis stirred at her promise while my mind raced with possibilities. “And when might that be?” I croaked, hoping that I wouldn’t upset her.

“I will summon you when I’m ready for you,” she answered flatly, leaving me no room to retort.

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Until then I need you to continue to wear your panties, alternating it with your new lingerie. I want you to feel sexy and beautiful with everything that you do.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I want you to take this as well.” Her hand drifted down to the dildo between her legs, unclipping it from her harness and extending it towards me. “Whenever you feel the urge I want you to give in to it, I want you to suck it like the slut you’re becoming.”

I nodded as I accepted her dildo from her wordlessly, surprised by her request.

“But do not let yourself get overly aroused and do not allow yourself to cum. I need your desires to continue building.”

“Does that mean that you’re still keeping my cage on?” I asked, my voice trembling already knowing what her answer would be.

“Of course,” she answered. “As I said before, it will stay on until I’m satisfied with your training and performance.”

I nodded my understanding while my cock throbbed, the feeling of her control over me filling me with a hot arousal. In that moment the feeling of it pressing against its confines felt nice, it felt right. I looked down at the dildo in my hand and had a feeling that I would be using it again tonight if these feelings remained.

“Yes, Mistress. I will do as you say.” As I spoke the words I knew they were true. I would obey and I would continue to do everything that she commanded.

And I couldn’t wait to discover what her next demands would be.


The Seamstress’s Sissy Model
PART 3: SUBMITTING TO SISSIFICATION



Chapter 1
Invitation


Istood in front of Cynthia's apartment door, my heart pounding in my chest like a drum. I glanced around nervously, searching for any sign of life through the peephole as I wondered what lay inside for me.

My body began to tremble as I knocked on the door, anxious to see my mistress once again—anxious to discover why she had this time summoned me to her home rather than her store. As I waited, I couldn't help but recall how I got to this point.

It had been weeks since I had first stepped into her dress shop, feeling awkward and out of place but at the same time drawn to the beautiful fabrics within. Cynthia had been more than welcoming, she had invited me in and allowed me to try on one of her stunning dresses. After I felt the soft touch of her feminine attire for the first time, I knew there was no going back.

Little by little, she had begun to introduce me to the world of women’s fashion, gently encouraging me to step out of my comfort zone and try on new styles. As a man I had never given much thought to what I wore, but Cynthia had shown me the power of clothing to express one's inner self. She had used her skills to sew new outfits for me that drew out the real me, the me hidden inside for far too long.

Cynthia had seen something in me that I hadn't even known was there, and she had cultivated it with the precision and care. But she didn't stop there. She began to introduce me to the world of feminization and domination, pushing my limits and helping me discover desires I never knew I had. She locked me in chastity, teasing and taunting me as she dressed me in lingerie and made me pose for pictures. It was a heady mix of shame and excitement, and I found myself willingly submitting to her every whim.

Now, as I stood outside her apartment door, I couldn't help but feel a rush of anticipation. There was something different about tonight. I had a feeling that it would be the night we would take our relationship to the next level, although I didn’t know in what way.

Cynthia had been teasing me for weeks with suggestive glances and lingering touches, her soft fingers exploring every inch of my body as she took measurements and altered my clothes. I could almost feel her hands on me just thinking about it. I couldn't wait to finally give in to desire and surrender fully to her, to let her use me and touch me however she pleased.

Suddenly the door swung open, and I stepped inside, taking in the burst of color that was Cynthia's apartment. Her pink walls seemed to pulsate with life, casting an otherworldly glow on her fuchsia and magenta furniture. The scent of fabric assaulted my nostrils, a heady mix of silk and satin.

The room was strewn with sewing machines and fabrics of every color and texture, and the walls were lined with lingerie so seductive it made my heart race. I could see Cynthia's extensive collection of leather and lace, and I wondered when she would allow me to grace one of those sultry ensembles for her.

“Welcome, Evangeline,” Cynthia purred before me, claiming my attention from her apartment.

As I focused on her I could feel myself sucking in air, in awe of her appearance. She wore a black corset that pushed her ample breasts up and together, accentuating her narrow waist. Her thigh-high stockings were held up by garters, covered just slightly by her short black skirt and her high-heeled boots added several inches to her already impressive stature. Her perfectly shaped face was framed by her brunette curls, her green eyes as piercing and powerful as ever.

She was a vision, and I couldn't help but feel like a mere mortal standing next to her. I had always been self-conscious about my height and muscular build and Cynthia had a way of making me feel small and delicate—but she made it feel right.

“Please, take off your coat,” she let out, offering her arm to accept the garment.

I hesitated briefly before unbuttoning my trench coat, every opening revealing more and more pink from beneath. Cynthia gasped as she took in the sight, her eyes lighting up with excitement.

"You look absolutely divine tonight. Don't you agree?" she let out as I handed her my coat.

She wrapped her arm around me and turned me until I faced a large mirror. I couldn't help but swallow as I took in my own reflection, draped in a delicate pink chiffon dress that grazed my thighs and molded to my body.

Cynthia had selected the outfit herself, pulling it off the rack and handing it to me as if it were some sort of prize. I couldn't afford to be picky, as I was barely allowed to choose anything for myself these days, but when she told me that I would be wearing it to her apartment I was shocked. Never before had she made me wear clothes outside.

I stood up straighter as I tried to relax, running a hand nervously through my own brunette hair. Now that I was back indoors there was nothing to be afraid of, now I could fully enjoy the outfit that she had picked out for me as well as her presence.

She reached out, her fingers tracing the hem of my dress as she looked me over with a critical eye. "You’ve shown a promising level of obedience coming here like this tonight,” she said thoughtfully. “I think it's time we take things to the next level, don't you?"

I couldn't help but gulp, my throat suddenly dry as I wondered what was about to happen.

Cynthia's fingers slipped to my thigh, finding their way beneath my dress while leaving a trail of heat in their wake. Her eyes were locked onto mine, her gaze intense and commanding as her hand grabbed my aching caged cock. There was no room for hesitation, no space for second thoughts.

I bit my lip, feeling my cock throb as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, "I think it may finally be time to take off this cage."

The words sucked the air out of my lungs, sending a jolt of electricity racing through my body. I let out a low groan as Cynthia gave my aching cock another squeeze, her grip firm yet gentle.

"I've been dying to do this, Evangeline,” she breathed out, her breath hot against my ear. "And I've been waiting for just the right moment."

My mouth opened, words forming but never making it past my lips. I wanted to say something, but I couldn't find the words. All I could do was stand there, breathing heavy, my body trembling with anticipation.

"But first I need you to prove to me what a good girl you’ve become."


Chapter 2
Test of Obedience


Cynthia led me by the hand to her bedroom, a room just as extravagant as the rest of her apartment. The walls were a deep shade of purple, with velvet curtains draped across the windows. Her four-poster bed was bathed in an ethereal glow from the floor lamp beside it, which cast long shadows across the floor.

Wasting no time she pulled off her skirt as she walked over to her dresser. I admired her perky ass, her tiny black thong barely visible between her plump cheeks, as she pulled out a strap-on and slipped it on over her crotch. The fake cock bobbed against her thigh as she approached me with a sly grin.

"Get on your knees, Evangeline. It's time to show me your skills," Cynthia commanded, her voice full of confidence and authority.

My heart was racing with excitement and fear as I obeyed, my muscles aching with anticipation as I recalled the first time she had made me suck her strap-on and the sheer arousal and naughtiness that consumed me from giving into her demand.

The floor was cold under my bare knees, but I barely noticed as I looked up at Cynthia. She was standing in front of me, holding the strap-on in one hand while her other rested on her hip, a powerful pose that made me feel weak and utterly under her spell. The dildo looked enormous, and I felt a mixture of trepidation and arousal wash over me.

I licked my lips, rubbing the chapped flesh with the tip of my tongue, and swallowed hard. I had never done this before, at least not with a toy like this—so long, so thick. I had always been content to suck on the smaller one she provided, but now, here I was, about to take on the biggest one she owned.

Cynthia smiled, a wicked glint in her eye, and stepped closer to me. She rested her hand on the back of my head, her fingers threading through my wig, taking full control over me. With a gentle but firm push, she urged me to move closer to her cock. I opened my mouth obediently and let out a soft gasp when I felt the dildo against my lips.

“That’s it, suck my cock like a good girl,” Cynthia purred as her grip on my hair tightened, and she began to guide my head back and forth, fucking my mouth rhythmically.

I could feel her breathing quicken, and her moans filled the room as she pistoned her hips faster and harder. My hands were trembling as I reached up, placing them on Cynthia's firm, shapely thighs. I could feel her muscles flex beneath my grip, her body shuddering with each deep thrust of her hips. I was struggling to keep up, my jaw aching, and tears streaming down my cheeks as I began to gag.

But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

Cynthia let out a loud guttural moan, pulling my head back, and forcing me to look up at her. I felt a rush of shame as I saw her eyes lock onto mine, watching every gasp and twitch of my features—seeing how much I loved pleasing her.

"You look so beautiful like this, Evangeline. I love how you take my cock so eagerly, so passionately," Cynthia panted as she resumed thrusting her hips forward, fucking my mouth with reckless abandon.

I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride wash over me, knowing that I was pleasing her just as she wanted.

"Fuck, you're so cute, sucking me off like a good little slut," Cynthia moaned, her words filling me with even more desire to let her use me as she pleased.

She pulled me up to my feet by my hair, and I whimpered at the sharp pain. She smiled wickedly and surprised me as she kissed me deeply, her tongue pushing past my lips and teeth. Her taste was sweet and her lips as soft as clouds. As we locked lips I couldn’t believe that I was tasting this goddess.

"That's enough for now, sweetie," Cynthia whispered as she broke the kiss, pushing me away. Her chest heaved with each breath, a thin sheen of sweat covering her upper lip. "I think you’ve proved your dedication to me. It’s time to take this further."

She stepped back, moving towards the bed with a slow, predatory stride. I followed, unable to resist her allure, my cock throbbing with arousal. Cynthia ran a finger along the back of my neck, leaving goosebumps in her wake as she whispered, "You always were a good girl, weren't you, darling? Deep inside, you were always an eager slut waiting to be freed.”

I nodded, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you for freeing me.”

She grinned wickedly at me, tickled by my admission. “You’re not free yet, darling. Not completely.”

I bit my lip as I considered her words, wondering what else she had planned for me. “Please, Mistress. Please help me,” I begged, my cock pressing hard against my cage, enraptured by the conversation.

She moved aside, gesturing for me to climb onto the bed. I obeyed, climbing onto the soft, velvety sheets, my heart pounding in my chest. Cynthia crawled up behind me, her thighs brushing against the backs of mine, her fingers tracing a slow pattern up my body. I shivered under her touch, unable to keep still.

"You're mine now, Evangeline,” she growled, her soft fingertips curling to sharp fingernails, digging into my skin. “My little slut, my pretty little pet. And I'm going to make you feel so good—like you’ve never felt before.”

I whimpered, unable to control my body's response to her words and touch. Cynthia took her time exploring every inch of my body. I could feel myself getting more aroused with each passing moment, my cock begging for release.

“It’s time,” she whispered as I felt her fingers slip into my panties.

She pulled them down, letting them fall to my knees as she exposed my ass to her. As her hands grabbed my cheeks ravenously and spread them open, my eyes bulged as I suddenly had an idea of what she wanted to do.

“Time to make you feel like a real woman.”


Chapter 3
New Feelings


"Are you ready for this, darling?" Cynthia whispered, her voice dripping with anticipation. She was kneeling behind me on her bed, her fingers tracing a slow pattern up my back. I shivered under her touch, my skin goose-pimpled.

She hadn’t told me what she intended to do to me or how she would make me feel more like a woman, but inside I already know the answer.

"Y-yes," I stuttered, unable to control the tremor in my voice. I had never had anything inside me before let alone something as large as her dildo, but Cynthia had already broken so many boundaries with me—I'm helpless to resist her.

But it’s not just her control over me, there was something else within that wanted this, that needed this. I suddenly wanted to feel every inch of her inside me and I wanted it more with every passing moment.

"Please, Cynthia," I whined. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to take me and make me your woman, your slut."

She smiled wickedly, her eyes gleaming with lust. "Ask me again," she commanded. "Beg me, Evangeline. Beg me to fuck your tight little ass," Cynthia said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Her words sent another thrill down my spine, making my already straining cock twitch in anticipation. I was desperate for her, desperate for her to take me, to claim me as hers in this new way. "Please, Cynthia. Please fuck me. I want to feel your cock inside me. I want to feel you to make me feel like a woman," I begged, my voice hoarse with longing.

She grinned wider, her eyes burning with desire as she reached for the lube on the nightstand. She chuckled as her slick fingers slid down my ass crack, teasing my hole.

"Do you trust me?" she asked as she squirted some lube on her finger.

I nodded, unable to find my voice, unable to believe that this moment was about to happen.

She smiled tenderly and bit her lip before sliding a lubed finger inside me, making me moan as she penetrated me for the first time. The sensation was foreign but pleasurable, making my cock pulse with each thrust of her finger.

"You're so tight, Evangeline. I can't wait to stretch you out with my cock," she growled, sliding a second finger inside me.

I whimpered in response, panting hard as she prepared me for what was to come. I'd never felt anything like it before, but it made me feel incredibly vulnerable, and incredibly desired. I could feel my cock swelling in my chastity cage.

I panted and moaned, more anticipation building up inside me. I couldn’t believe how much I found myself longing for more. "Yes, Mistress! I want you to stretch me open. Use me and do as you please with me!" I cried out.

She grinned wolfishly at my words, pulling her fingers out of me to squeeze a generous amount of lube onto her dildo. She pushed inside my ass with a force that took my breath away, the coolness of the lube making me shiver as she entered me. The pleasure was immense, a feeling of fullness that I had never experienced before.

I could feel every inch of Cynthia's cock as it buried itself deep within me. Her hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back against her as she slammed it into me harder and faster. I could feel the pleasure growing more and more as my hole loosened to accept her, my cock throbbing with each thrust.

"Fuck, Cynthia, yes!" I cried out, my voice dripping with need. "It feels so damn good!"

I could feel her smile radiating as she continued to pound away at me, her cock mercilessly stretching me open. I let out guttural, animalistic cries, my body twisting and bucking with each thrust. I could feel a wetness between my thighs, pre-cum dripping out as my orgasm built and the tantalizing promise of release grew within reach.

Cynthia pulled out momentarily, and I automatically tried to follow her, reaching back for her hips, trying to bring her back to me so he could finish me off.

"You want more, do you?" she breathed, slapping my ass playfully yet dominantly. "I want you to take all of me. Are you ready?"

I whimpered, nodding back at her helplessly. I wanted this, every inch of her inside of me, filling me up until I felt like I would burst with pleasure.

"That's a good girl," she grinned, before positioning the head of her dildo right back at my entrance. With another swift thrust, she buried herself to the hilt within me, causing a gasp to escape my throat as I clenched around the thick shaft. She felt so damn good.

I never thought I would feel anything as intense and pleasurable as her cock deep inside me, filling me up until I felt like I couldn't take anymore. But it was Cynthia, my mistress, and there was no way I would ever reject her or beg for her to stop—I would let her do with me as she pleased.

I had no doubt that I wanted this, all of it. My muscles tensed as I tried to push back into her, meeting each of her powerful strokes pairing with my own. My prostate throbbed around the strap-on, bringing me closer and closer to an explosive climax.

Cynthia reached around and began to rub my cage in time with her thrusts. The pleasure was so intense that I thought I might black out. I continued to push back into her, hungry for more.

She moved faster and harder, and I could hear the sound of her thighs slapping against my ass growing louder as our sweat mixed. Her fingers tightened on my hips, and she worked my hole expertly with her cock, making me writhe and moan with pleasure.

"Fuck, yes," I cried, my voice thin and desperate. "Fuck, Cynthia, more. Take me, oh please, Cynthia, take me."

Cynthia let out a growl and increased her force, her pulsating hips driving me to the brink of ecstasy. I could feel my orgasm building within me, stabbing me like a knife.

My nails dug into the sheets as I tried to hold back, but Cynthia's powerful thrusts were too much. "Cynthia," I gasped, my voice high and tight. "I’m close… so close..."

"No, not yet," she growled.

I suddenly felt her pull back, making me gasp as her dildo popped out. I looked back at her with pleading eyes, my cock throbbing with desire for more. "Please, don't stop," I cried, reaching back to grab her but only finding air.

But this time Cynthia had no intentions of fulfilling my wishes. She stepped off the bed, pulling the strap-on off of her body and lettingx it fall helplessly to the floor.

I felt my soul flee my body, replaced with sorrow as my cock pulsed in my cage, so close to finding its much needed release but now so far away.

"No, dear. I have much bigger plans for you tonight," she finally replied as she stepped back towards the bed. "I still need that cock of yours."

"Y-you do?" I asked, feeling a dribble of hope return.

"Tell me, how badly do you wish you could touch your own cock again?"

I gritted my teeth as I considered her question, hesitant to say something that would ruin the relationship we had formed together. If she unlocked my cage would that spark the end of this? Of everything we had built together?

"There's a part of me that would love to feel my cock again," I let out truthfully. "But only if you wanted me to."

"That's a perfect answer," Cynthia replied, her voice soft and sensual. "Tonight I do want you to. You've earned your release."


Chapter 4
Release


Cynthia's words were like a sweet symphony to my ears. I rolled over silently, pulling up the fluffy skirt of my dress and spreading open my legs to ready myself, showing her my chastity cage. My heart pounded in my chest with a mixture of excitement and fear. I was eager to finally feel my release, to see and feel my own penis for the first time in weeks.

Cynthia stood beside the bed, her eyes gleaming with lust. She crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot as if suddenly reconsidering her decision, but then shook her doubts away and grinned at me as she climbed up between my legs.

I tried to stop fidgeting and shaking, but found her power over me and her promise of release making feel weaker and more vulnerable than ever. I still wondered what her intentions were, what would happen once she unlocked my cage, the thoughts making me tremble.

Cynthia finally came to a stop in front of me, her eyes probing me like a predator. I bit my lip, my heart racing as her hand approached my confined cock.

Her fingers traced the lines of the chastity cage that I had been locked in for weeks. My cock twitched in response, more eager for release than ever after all the teasing and denial.

"Do you think you’re ready for this?" she let out, her voice barely above a whisper. "Are you sure you want me to take off your cage? To finally let you feel something real again?"

Without thinking I nodded, part of me unable to believe that this moment had actually arrived. Cynthia smirked, her fingers circling the lock that held my chastity cage together.

"You've been such a good little slut for me, haven't you?" Cynthia said with a sensual smile as she deftly undid the lock on my chastity cage. I could feel the blood flowing back into my cock, engorging it and making it achingly hard. She leaned down and swirled her warm, wet tongue around the head, making me moan wildly in pleasure. My cock was so sensitive and the feelings were so surreal—so amazing.

"Mmm... y-yes, Mistress", I stammered, breathless and weak in the knees. “I love being a good slut for you.”

Cynthia chuckled softly, her hand caressing my cock playfully, making it throb in her hand.

"You've been so good that you deserve a treat”, she said with a smirk. "You deserve to feel me.”

She crawled further onto the bed, straddling me, her thighs pressing against mine and her pussy against my cock. I could feel the warmth of her lips radiating onto me, making my dick throb with desire. With a wicked glint in her eyes, Cynthia reached down between us and guided my cock inside of her.

I groaned as I felt her soft, wet pussy envelop me. It had been so long since I had felt anything like this, the sensation was almost overwhelming.

Cynthia began to move her hips in slow, circular motions, grinding her pelvis against mine. She threw her head back and moaned, her brunette curls cascading down her back. Her nipples were hard as diamonds, poking through the lace of her corset.

I can't believe this is happening!

After being trapped in a chastity cage for weeks, unable to feel any pleasure or release, feeling these sensations was so foreign, so unbelievable. I had never felt anything like this before, and I never thought I would. But now, here in Cynthia's apartment, I was. I could feel all of her wet and warm pussy wrapped around my cock, driving me to depths of arousal I had never imagined.

Cynthia leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my chest as she kissed me deeply. I could taste the lipstick she was wearing and I was suddenly overwhelmed by how much I want her.

I dug my fingers into her hips, pulling her down onto my cock harder. She moaned into my mouth as she ground down onto me, the sound reverberating through both of us.

Cynthia pulled back, her green eyes gleaming with desire and something else—dominance. It was a look i had grown to know well in the time since I first met her. It sent a thrill of excitement down my spine, reminding me that she is in charge, and that I was there to please her.

I'm there to be used, to be her toy, to be her little slut.

Cynthia sped up her pace, her hips grinding down onto me harder and faster. I could feel her pussy clenching around my cock, gripping it in a vice of pleasure. I could feel myself on the brink, about to cum.

“Holy fuck, Cynthia. I'm going to cum," I panted, my breath coming out in short, sharp bursts. I felt vulnerable and exposed from saying it out loud.

"No," she growled, her tone harsh and final.

She suddenly climbed off me and I gasped as I felt a rush of cold air consume my throbbing cock. My eyes bulged open, watering up with desperation, yearning to feel her again, to help me reach the climax I had longed for. But I was still so close, pressure was building up in my cock and I wasn't sure that I could stop it from releasing. 

“I hope you enjoyed your little taste,” she purred, her wicked grin returning to her plump lips. “Because I’m going to lock you up for even longer now.”

My cock began to drip, cum slowly leaking out as her threat echoed through me, arousing me to no end while also filling me with panic. My eyes locked onto Cynthia's as I noticed her pleased grin.

"Good, let it out," she cooed, surprisingly pleased by what was beginning.

I felt my penis pump, a small burst of cum escaping as I relaxed. Another pump, then another. I could feel myself orgasming, my cock finally releasing weeks of pent up cum, but I wasn't experiencing the pleasure that normally came.

"What's happening?" I asked sheepishly as I watched my cock begin to soften.

"That's called a ruined orgasm, my dear," Cynthia explained. She picked up my chastity cage, smiling as she admired it in her fingers. "I wanted to reward you for your good behavior, but I didn't want you to lose all of your spunk."

I wasn’t sure how to feel, relieved or annoyed, but I definitely didn’t feel the afterglow I was accustomed to experiencing after sex. At the same time, I was beginning to grow nervous as I watched her play with the cage, worried that she really did want it to return to its position over my cock.

"Are you really going to lock that back on me?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"This?" she replied, scoffing at my question. "No, no, dear. Not this. I have a much better cage that you will be wearing from now on."


Chapter 5
Closure


Cynthia tossed my old chastity cage to the side, discarding it as if the thing that had locked up my cock for weeks was nothing more than a piece of trash. As I watched it fall to the floor, the small pink plastic rolling away freely, fear began to well up within me.

I couldn’t fathom how this new cage could possibly be different, but I couldn’t imagine that it would be good.

“You’re going to love this new cage,” Cynthia chuckled as she opened a drawer, digging around until she found what she wanted. “It’s going to make you feel like even more of a woman.”

I sat up in her bed, watching her return with the new device hidden in her hands. Pulling back my fluffy skirt, I revealed myself to her, committing to let her do with me as she pleased despite my fears and trepidation.

“Come closer, my little pet,” she me purred, gesturing for me to scoot forward.

Again I obeyed, moving forward until I sat on the edge of the bed with my legs spread open for her. She knelt between, her fierce eyes locked onto mine as she lowered herself closer to my cock. Already I could feel my arousal returning, my manhood slowly beginning to fill up once more.

But it was too late.

Cynthia’s cool hands were on me, slipping a new, smaller ring around my cock and balls. My heart began fluttering as she moved the cage closer—despite it being in her fingers, I could barely see anything that resembled my former prison.

Still her fingers moved closer, pressing the new device against the head of my cock and pushing it back towards the ring. She held it firmly in place, the two pieces snuggly connected, as she inserted the key and turned, locking the cage in place. As her hands drifted away I couldn’t help but gasp, shocked at the sight now between my legs.

“Isn’t that so much better?” my mistress cooed, her voice oozing with pride and pleasure.

I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. My hand reached down and touched the cage, unable to comprehend how it could possibly fit.

No longer was there a small cage surrounding my cock, now in its place was barely more than a piece of flat plastic, and it was designed to look like a little vagina.

“Go ahead, give your clit a little rub,” Cynthia giggled.

My finger traced the lines of the opening, finding where my clit would be. It was so strange to see my balls still beneath, but no semblance of a dick.

“Now that you know the true pleasures of a sissy it’s time for you to have the proper cage of a sissy. With this you will really be able to hide the last bit of masculinity that you have left, you will be able to easily tuck it between your legs and show no sign of ever being a man. From now on you will be my little sissy pet and nothing more,” she added.

Is she serious? Can I really keep this on for long?

I looked up at my mistress, trying to gauge her seriousness. As usual her face was stern and unwavering, letting me know that this wasn’t a joke, it was reality.

This must be a test. She wants to gauge my true obedience. After letting me feel her and orgasm, she wants me to double down on her control over me.

I wasn’t sure if my perceived explanation was correct, but it made sense—it made everything seem right. Suddenly I thought that if I agreed to wear this flat cage that I would win her over even more, and perhaps get another experience like tonight.

I swallowed my concerns and let out a breath. “Thank you, Mistress,” I said, nodding to her my acceptance of her new cage. “For this gift, for this experience. For everything.”

Cynthia grinned at me, her delight visible in her shimmering eyes. She glanced at the tiny keys in her hand before clenching her fingers tightly around them, making them all but disappear.

“You continue to exceed my expectations, my little pet. You’ve made me proud.”

I felt my cheeks growing flush as her pride spilled out. Knowing that I pleased her filled me with joy, and hope for an extended future with her.

“You’ve done so much for me, Mistress. It’s the least that I could do.”

“Yes, well that’s not all that you can do, my dear pet. I still have need for you yet, very soon actually.”

“You do?” I gasped, eager for the opportunity to help.

“Yes,” she replied coyly. “You’ve done so well with your photoshoots and your photos have been so well received. I believe it is time for you to have your first runway experience.”

My eyes widened in surprise. “In front of people?” I asked, ashamed to admit my fear.

“Yes,” she answered curtly as she crossed her arms, sensing my sudden apprehension.

I gritted my teeth, trying to resist my urge to ask further questions, but no matter how much I fought it I couldn’t stop myself. “But I don’t know the first thing about being a real model. Are you sure I’m ready for this?”

Cynthia snickered at my question, her annoyance seeping out of her snarl. “Don’t worry about that. You will be working with other trained professionals—my other sissy pets.”

Other pets? I’m not her only one?

My stomach twisted in a tight knot at the news. I had thought myself special and unique, the loyal and obedient servant to my goddess of a mistress. But suddenly I was one of many, just her latest triumph.

As if seeing my disappointment, Cynthia cupped my chin and raised it up until our eyes met once again. “Don’t worry, dear. You’re quickly becoming my favorite. Especially if you perform as well as I believe you will.”

I scratched my arm nervously as I considered what she wanted from me. The idea of prancing around in women’s clothing in front of an unknown group of people was terrifying and the thought of meeting Cynthia’s other pets was nerve-wracking—what if they were prettier than me? What if they were better than me?

But I knew that none of my worries or concerns mattered. Not only would I do this but I needed to do this. I needed to do something to give back to the woman who had done so much for me.

I smiled at her as I accepted my fate. “Yes, Mistress. I will do my best, for you,” I said.

As the words came out of my mouth I knew them to be true. No matter how intense my fears of being seen by others people were, I would do this for her. I would obey my mistress.


The Seamstress’s Sissy Model
PART 4: REWARDED LIKE A TRUE SISSY



Chapter 1
Preparations


When my mistress Cynthia told me that she would soon need me, that I would finally be able to repay her for helping me discover my true sissy self, I was elated. Despite the new unbelievably small chastity cage that she had locked me in, I was eager for the opportunity to prove myself as her devoted pet.

But that was when I learned that I wasn’t her only pet, that I wasn’t the first man that she had invited into her shop to try on her beautiful dresses and lingerie. There were others just like me. Others who had the same longings and desires, that she had invited into her world of satin and silk, and lace and lingerie.

The idea frightened me as much as it unsettled me. I thought I was unique, her special sissy plaything—but I wasn’t. I thought she needed me as much as I needed her, but she didn’t. Suddenly I was replaceable, suddenly I knew that she could discard me and still have her needs met with her other pets. Suddenly I knew that I had to be fully obedient and subservient in order to stay in my mistress’s presence, I needed to do everything she wanted or else I would risk losing everything—and that was something that I couldn’t allow to happen.

The thought indeed made me even more obedient while also cautious. Despite its sometimes awkward feeling and discomfort, I never complained about my new flat chastity cage. I never nagged her for more attention or lingered outside of her shop for too long even though I was dying to catch a glimpse of who else might be inside with her. I toed the line, following her every command while putting my full heart and devotion into everything. That was what I knew she wanted, so that was what I gave her.

So now as I stared at my reflection in the mirror in the back of her dress shop, I knew that I would give being her model my all. After all, being her sissy model was my chance to make her proud and repay her for everything she had done for me over the last few months.

I let out a deep breath as I admired my look, barely recognizing the stranger staring back. Gone were my business suits and dress shoes—I was now wearing a black faux leather mini-skirt, teamed with stockings and shiny black patent stiletto boots. The corset was my latest addition, a red velvet number accentuated by delicate cream lace, making me stand tall while enhancing the curves of my body.

I felt so different—feminine, sexy, and aroused—and there was a strong sense of confidence that came with this ensemble as well. The way it contoured to my body, accentuating my waist and hips, made me feel desirable.

"So, Evangeline," Cynthia's voice echoed in the room, pulling me out of my thoughts, "What do you think?" She stood behind me, twisting my hair into an elegant chignon, while her assistant, in matching skirts and boots, applied additional dabs of blush to my cheeks.

I caught a glimpse of my face, now powdered and blushed to perfection. It almost felt natural. A small smile crept across my lips.

"I-I think it looks great, Mistress," I stammered, blushing at her intense gaze as she assessed her handiwork in the mirror. Despite being feminized and transformed like this for weeks, it was still a side of me I never grew used to seeing and admiring.

"Good," she finally responded, breaking into a smirk. "It suits you, Evangeline. Trust me, you'll be a hit during the show."

"Thank you, Mistress," I smiled, her compliments relieving some of the built up stress from the evening. "I hope I do you proud tonight."

She cupped my chin softly, her sharp green eyes locking on to mine as she turned me to face her. "Oh I have no doubt that you will, my perfect little pet. But don't get cocky. I have no tolerance for failure."

“Yes, Mistress.”

She released my face and began playfully tightening the strings of my corset, giving me a coy grin when I winced from the slight discomfort. "You're learning so quickly. You'll be the star of tonight's event, Evangeline. As long as you⁠—"

Before she could finish the door to the fitting room burst open as a petite pair of brightly dressed women flooded in, each unmistakably dressed in Cynthia's elegant designs. I was nearly swallowed into a wave of petticoats and frills as they swarmed us, clearly eager for Cynthia’s attention.

“Mistress! Mistress!” they both shouted excitedly in unison.

“Ah, there you are, my little pets,” she let out. “I see that you’re all dressed and ready.”

I listened, eyes wide, a flurry of butterflies swirling in my stomach as she greeted her other pets.

These are them? Her other pets?

My eyes traced over each of them, their shimmering satin dresses illuminated by the bright lights of the room.

They look magnificent. Stunning even.

I could feel my heart racing as I admired them, their hair and makeup were perfectly done and their dresses flawlessly feminine and form fitting. My body began shaking nervously as I suddenly felt like an afterthought of my mistress while in the presence of her other pets.

How long have they been with my mistress? How much more experienced are they than me?

“Now that you’re all here let’s not waste anymore time,” Cynthia said loudly, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Let’s begin.”


Chapter 2
Introductions


Inervously tugged at the hem of my dress as Cynthia brushed past me, her commanding presence easily grabbing everyone's attention as she moved to the front of the room. The other two sissies began approaching her and I followed their lead coming to stand next to them just before our mistress.

Standing tall, Cynthia took a moment to study the other two submissive creatures, stepping towards them to inspect their outfits. Slowly her fingers danced upon the tightly cinched corsets she'd constructed for the duo, effortlessly manipulating and adjusting the strings, pleasing them and simultaneously unnerving them with her dominance. I could see the two clenching their fists tightly, fighting their bodies’ desires to shake nervously from her thorough and sensual inspections. Seeing their shared fear calmed me.

“Very good, my little pets,” Cynthia purred as she returned to the front, her eyes dancing between the three of us. “Celine, Angelique, I would like you to meet my newest pet, Evangeline.” She gestured to me with an elegant flick of her wrist, the eyes of my fellow sissies following her movement. “She will be joining us tonight.”

I hesitated for a beat before taking a tentative step forward, my hand extended with a small, awkward wave. A moment passed as they cautiously locked eyes with me, before timid smiles spread across their lips, their hands raising to meet my wordless introduction.

I took the moment to get a better look at each of my new companions as well. Celine, a toned redhead with long curly hair, was dressed in an elegant silver dress that puffed out whimsically from her waist thanks to an oversized petticoat. Her eyes sparkled with excitement and her cheeks blushed with anticipation mixed with a bit of fear. Angelique on the other hand was tall with an athletic body, she donned a similar dress as Celine, but in a shimmering shade of red that perfectly matched her plump lips.

As their eyes met mine I felt a shiver run down my spine, feeling a sudden kinship, but also something more. At the same time I couldn’t help but notice the stark difference in our outfits, them in flowing bright satins and me in dark shades, my clothes short and more revealing.

Cynthia watched us with a pleased smile, her eyes seeming to glow with pride as her three beautiful creations stood before her. “You girls look magnificent tonight. You’re going to leave everyone breathless—as long as you don’t mess up,” she said, her tone exuding pride “Celine and Angelique, I expect you to give Evangeline a thorough rundown of how tonight will go as well as your wisdom on how to strut and properly show off my work.”

The two girls looked at each other apprehensively before nodding at Cynthia. I could tell that they weren’t eager about the prospect of having to train me, but as any good sissy would do, they would obey their mistress.

“It is imperative that you are all immaculate tonight. There is no room for error,” Cynthia continued. “To incentivize you, I have devised a sort of reward for tonight’s best performer. I will be watching closely and judging each of you as well as the crowds reactions to decide.”

My eyes widened at the prospect of a reward, my mind flashing back to the other week when she had unlocked my chastity cage and used me, letting me feel her feminine warmth for the first time. Could she mean to let the winner feel such a treat tonight? Just the thought made my dick swell in anticipation.

“Only one of you will receive the special reward and if any of you fail me, well, you can see that each of you are easily replaceable,” Cynthia concluded, her tone suddenly low and gravely. Her threat lingered in the room, shifting the atmosphere and filling us with a mixture of fear and arousal as the three of us stood there, contemplating what may come.

We glanced at one another, our eyes filled with a spark of competition as our hearts raced. Suddenly, we were each other's motivations and threats as we prepared to participate in something that pushed all of our comfort zones.

The idea of being judged by not only my mistress, but by a sea of strangers made my corset feel tighter, my heeled boots taller, and my outfit even more revealing. My dick pulsed in its tiny cage, enthralled by the proposition.

“Yes, Mistress. We understand,” the other two girls replied with a curtsey.

I quickly followed suit, feeling a surge of embarrassment that I wasn’t as well behaved as the other girls.

“While there is a reward on the line, I still expect you all to be nice to one another and help out. Things can get heated and stressful once the music starts, but failure is not an option. You must all do your parts to insure my success."

"Yes, Mistress," the three of us replied.

“Good. It’s time for me to get in place. I trust you will all know when it is time to begin," Cynthia added before swiftly turning around and leaving us.

As she disappeared I felt all eyes shift to me, the new girl. The other pets appeared empathetic, but their eyes gleamed with desire as they took in each curve and angle of my body. I couldn't help but feel a smidgeon of awkwardness as we stood there amongst each other, silent save for the sounds of the crowd building in the next room.

“We will show you the way,” Celine began, her voice soft yet sharp. “But you better not mess this up for us.”

“That’s right,” Angelique added. “We hate disappointing our Mistress.”

“As do I,” I replied, forcing a smile on my face. “I promise I will give it my all.”
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For the next hour, Celine and Angelique guided me through the intricate struts and poses that Cynthia had previously taught them for past fashion shows. At first I was immensely intimidated by their knowledge, but as I watched them move, their dresses swishing and twirling around them, I felt a thrill surge through me, a desire to look and feel as they did.

With each exaggerated sway of my hips, I felt my vulnerability give way to burgeoning confidence, and my feminine allure started to shine through. My body tingled with delight as I learned to strut and show off my outfit, the experience making me feel even more natural in my sexy clothing.

Before I knew it I heard Cynthia’s voice on the loud speaker as music began to play. Celine and Angelique smiled at me and I suddenly knew what it meant.

It was showtime.


Chapter 3
Showtime


Istood backstage, my heart pounding in my chest, my tight, borderline suffocating, corset pressed against my body. I could feel the beads of sweat trickling down my neck as I listened to Cynthia talking to the crowd.

I took in deep breaths, trying to steady my racing heart, peaking through the doorway at the runway that stretched out through the mass of people. Celine, noticed my discomfort and offered a subtle squeeze of solidarity, her eyes sympathetic and comforting.

“You’ve got this girl,” she smiled at me. “Embrace your inner diva and just let loose.”

I smiled back at her as the hum of the crowd grew louder and the air on the runway suddenly felt electric. Suddenly this all felt so real—I was actually about to be seen like this in front of countless people.

Cynthia's voice boomed over the PA system again, officially starting the show. "Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to the opening of my latest collection of empowering Him & Haute couture! Tonight, you will witness the transformation of men as they break the boundaries of sexuality and pioneer luxury and sensuality for the modern man. I urge you to applaud their boldness and their beauty.”

The crowd roared with applause, filling me with a thrill of anticipation. I could feel my body shaking with nerves, but also an excited energy that told me I was ready.

“Without further ado, let’s see our fabulous models!” Cynthia shouted.

“Show time, ladies,” Angelique cooed as she pushed passed Celine and I onto the runway to begin.

I gasped as I watched her strut down the lane, her hips swaying with a sexual force like nothing I had ever seen as she captivated the crowd. As she struck a fierce pose at the end of the runway, Celine moved to get ready for her turn, giving my shoulder one last squeeze before stepping away.

“Break a leg, sweetheart,” she told me, blowing me a kiss before making her way through the doorway to begin her turn.

As Angelique hurried past me to change outfits, I got into position by the door, awaiting my cue to start.

This is it. Almost time to make mistress proud.

I watched Celine prance, her movements graceful yet powerful as she made the crowd gasp in delight. I wondered if I could move like that, if I could awe the audience like that. As she made her way back, I knew it was finally time to find out.

As I took each high-heeled step through the doorway, I felt the heat of the bright lights consume me. The audience was a blur of colors through the brightness, but to my side I saw Cynthia smiling proudly at me. Her encouraging smile made my nerves dissipate, leaving an unanticipated excitement simmering in their place.

Cynthia's voice crooned over the PA system, her enchanting words reverberating in my ears, feeding a burgeoning desire that grew more potent with every beat of my heart. “Let me introduce you to my newest pet, Evangeline. She has shed her business attire for something short and sexy, feminine and fierce. Watch as she shows off her new self in an outfit she was born to wear.”

I gave her a smile then began, moving my way through the crowded room. Strutting down the catwalk in my newfound female form I felt the energy heightening between me and the onlookers. I tried to remember everything Celine and Angelique had taught me, to move with a feminine grace, to show off my sensuality and hypnotize the crowd with my hips.

My skirt bounced with each step, swishing against my thighs. I wondered how revealing my outfit was, how much the people seating below the runway could see—the thought was intoxicating and I could feel my cock surging to life and pressing against my cage at the naughty feeling.

I could feel a heightened arousal coursing through me, fueling me like gasoline on a fire. I could feel my chest heaving, my breasts pushing against my dress. I felt more alive than ever before.

The crowd was wild with applause, their screams resonating through the hall, but I barely registered them. I was lost in the heat of the moment, my body moving mystically without control.

Before I knew it I was making my way back to the backstage door, Cynthia nodding approvingly as I passed her. I descended the stairs in a daze, my heels clicking against the metal steps. I was lost in disbelief, unable to comprehend what I had just done.

Backstage I passed Angelique who was now dressed in a short, sporty outfit, as she hurried back on stage. Across the room, Celine was busy getting dressed herself. I couldn't help but stop and watch, seeing her smooth legs, her sheer stockings making them glisten magically. For a second she turned towards me and I noticed her black panties snug over her crotch—just like me there was no semblance of a dick, and I couldn't help but wonder if she wore the same petite cage that I did.

"What are you staring at? Hurry up and get dressed or you'll be late!" she shouted at me, snapping me out of my mind.

I gasped in shock at her reminder and swiftly began undressing, noticing my own cage was pressing against my panties as my cock swelled with arousal.

At my dressing station hung my next outfit, a long flowing pink gown that reminded me of the very first dress that Cynthia had me try on. I couldn't help but wonder if she too felt as sentimental about it as I did.

Quickly, I slipped it on, the silk soft and angelic against my shaved body. As always it felt like pure ecstasy and I couldn't wait to debut my movie istress's work to the world.

"Help a girl out with a zipper?" Celine asked nervously behind me.

I nodded and hurried over, swooping behind her as she held up her hair. Slowly, I zipped up her purple dress, watching it take form over her slender body, seeing her curves amplified perfectly by the corset beneath. There was something alluring about her, it was more than just the clothes that she wore, it was her entire being that was captivating me.

Her eyes burned with desire, intensifying with each glance over her shoulder. I gulped nervously, unsure of how to handle these strange emotions that were stirring within me.

"Thanks, sweetheart," Celine purred, spinning around to face me as she let her hair cascade down her neck.

Before I realized what was happening, she leaned forward and planted a kiss on me. Her lips were plump and sticky, and didn't want to break away. Without thinking I found myself returning her kiss, my body tingling from the sensual embrace.  Her tongue played gently with mine as our bodies molded together in a frenzy of passion. The intricate silk of our gowns slid gently against one another, adding an element of friction to our heated exchange.

Celine's hands roamed freely over my body, her fingertips trailing along the panels of my corset, tickling the skin just below my waist. A quiet moan escaped my lips as she laid her hand over the unyielding barrier of my chastity device.

"Fuck," I whimpered into her mouth, the heat of our breath mingling in the space between our faces.

"I know, sweetie," she soothed, her voice low and sultry. “But we both have to wait for Mistress Cynthia's permission. Thanks for the pick me up though.”

My desperate hands roamed over her body, slipping beneath the confines of her corset. I wanted nothing more than to feel her silky skin under my fingertips. But she began to drift away, slowly leaving me despite the pleas of my fingers.

"Don't go," I let out desperately.

"I have to get back on stage," Celine replied softly. "But if I win the reward, I know exactly how I will use it."

With that she was gone, hurrying through the doorway and back down the runway. I suddenly realized that my time would soon be returning as well and had no idea how presentable I was.

Rushing to the nearby mirrors, I noticed that my lipstick was smeared, my bra straps had slipped off my shoulders, and there was a small bulge poking against my dress. Mortified, I began to fix myself hastily, knowing that I needed to be perfectly presentable for my mistress.

Once touched up, I hurried back to the door, eagerly awaiting my chance to show myself off to the world again, and already feeling another surge of arousal consuming me.


Chapter 4
Rewards


As the fashion show continued, I took each stride pridefully. I could feel my heart lodged in my throat, and my breath coming in short, staggered gasps. I was exhausted but also too caught up in arousal to want to stop.

As the show neared its end, I came backstage to see Celine flashing me a smile, her chest heaving in unison with mine, sweat dripping from her brow. An electric tension had been building between us as the show progressed, our eyes surveying each other as we served our mistress diligently.

But soon the show was over and the crowd was dispersing as Cynthia thanked them for coming. Backstage, Celine, Angelique and I waited for her arrival anxiously, desperate to discover what her reward would be and who had earned it. The ache between my legs was insurmountable as I fantasized about the possibilities.

"Oh, you were all perfect, just perfect," Cynthia gushed as she entered the room.

I beamed at her with gratitude and I could tell my co-models beside me felt the same delight that I did. “Thank you, Mistress,” we replied.

We all stood before her, nervous in our own ways as we awaited her final judgement. I truly hoped that I would be on the winning side of the night, but everything had been such a blur, I wasn’t sure if I had performed as well as the other pets. After this sensual and stimulating evening, I couldn't help but yearn for the moment when my body would again know the sweet caress of another human touch. Ever since Cynthia had once deemed me worthy of her affection, I had tried to suppress my desires around her, but the yearning never abated.

“My perfect little pets,” Cynthia purred. “What a magnificent night we had. I have a feeling that we’ve unleashed a lot of men’s inner sissy tonight.”

She grinned proudly as she admired us, all three of us still dressed elegantly in dresses that she had made for us.

“But that’s not what you three want to hear right now, is it?” she chuckled. “I bet you’re just dying to know who earned my reward.”

I could sense Celine and Angelique awkwardly shifting in their heels beside me, each of them clearly just as anxious as I was.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied with an eager nod.

Cynthia began pacing in front of us, tapping her finger on her chin as she contemplated her choice. “Each of you showed such poise, such femininity and grace. But only one of you was truly exceptional, showing unimaginable promise.”

She stopped before me and I gulped, my body beginning to shake as she sized me up. “Evangeline, my dear obedient pet,” she cooed proudly. “For this being your first show you did so well—you left the audience fawning for more, you made women jealous and made men want to be you. You were a star and for that, you have earned tonight’s reward.”

My heart raced, my breath lodged in my throat as anticipation snaked through my body, tensing every muscle. A million questions swirled in my mind like a hurricane.

What did she mean by reward? Would she take me back to her apartment for more of what we had done before?

Despite just having been on a runway with hundreds of people watching me, I now felt more watched than ever as Celine and Angelique’s eyes glared at me with a burning envy.

“T-thank you, Mistress,” I stammered as my cheeks blushed.

“You’ve earned it. You’ve shown such immense dedication and obedience. You’ve made me proud.”

My cheeks burned hotter at her continued complements. I opened my mouth to respond, but found I didn’t know what else to say.

Cynthia reached down the neck of her dress, reaching into her bosom to pull out three silver necklaces, each containing a similar silver key. She pulled them off and extended them towards me, letting them dangle just within my reach. “For your reward you get to pick one of these three keys and unlock the cage that it belongs to, whichever it may be. Whosever cage it unlocks will then get to do whatever they please with their temporary manhood.”

My eyes bulged at the explanation of my reward and the realization that there was no actual guarantee of any sexual pleasure. The key I chose might unlock Angelique or Celine and I may not feel anything!

I studied the three keys, trying to find any clue for who each one belonged to, but they all looked exactly the same. There would be no way to know which key went to which chastity cage. I gulped as I reached out, my eyes flickering between each chain as I decided which to select. Finally, I quickly snatched at one, letting chance decide.

Cynthia nodded and smirked. “Now figure out which sissy it unlocks.”

I looked down towards my crotch, seeing the fluffy white dress covering it. Quickly I pulled at my skirt, revealing my panties and soon my confined cock. With a deep inhale I tried sticking the key inside—but it didn’t fit. I let out my breath with a heavy sigh as my shoulders slumped in sorrow—it wouldn’t be my cage that was unlocked today.

“Try again,” Cynthia laughed.

I looked back and forth between Celine and Angelique. If one of them were to be unlocked, I hoped it would be Celine so that was where my body moved me.

I extended the key out to her, but she shook her head in response. “No, sweetheart. You need to do it yourself.”

I gulped nervously as I lowered myself down to my knees before her. She pulled up the puffy skirt of her dress to reveal her tiny thong to me. Pulling her panties aside, I stuck the key into the lock and gasped as it slid in.

With a quick twist the cage unlocked and as I pulled the lock out, the two pieces fell apart. I watched as Celine’s cock began swelling up as it took in its freedom.

Above me Celine giggled. My eyes darted up to met hers as I began to stand, but her hand swiftly landed on my shoulder, pushing me back down.

“You can stay down there and have your true reward,” she purred.


Chapter 5
First Taste


My eyes bulged in shock as I watched Celine remove the cage from her growing cock, unable to believe what she had told me—that she wanted me on my knees.

What does she expect from me in this position?

My imagination ran wild as Cynthia approached me, her hand casually brushing my cheek. “I see that you’re quickly becoming everyone’s favorite,” she laughed. “I think this is the perfect way to fully introduce yourself to your new family.”

I could feel my body begin to tremble, the fear the of the unsaid filling me completely.

“Do you mean…” I stammered, unable to speak the words.

My mistress leaned down towards me, her hand sliding down my back as she braced herself. "Yes, my pet, I do expect you to do exactly that," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “I want you to suck her cock. That will be your real reward.”

My heart raced as Cynthia left my side, leaving me alone with Celine's hard cock staring me in the face. I looked back at it and could see it throbbing with excitement and anticipation. The thought was terrifying yet so naughty, and even though I was locked in chastity, my cock swelled painfully within the device.

To my surprise I found myself eager to touch and taste Celine. I licked my lips as my eyes met hers and I leaned slightly forward.

I took one last glance at Cynthia and gave her a nod. "Yes, Mistress," I murmured, returning my attention to Celine.

I could feel the heat radiating from her cock, now fully erect and begging for attention. The scent of her arousal permeated the air and I could see the moisture of her excitement already dripping out as I reached out to take it. I hesitated for a moment, gathering the courage to take that last step, and then gulped nervously, realizing that the time had finally come.

The time to become a real sissy.

My trembling hand lightly gripped the base of Celine's impressive cock as my mouth took its head inside. My lips brushed against her flesh, soft and delicate. I wrapped my mouth around her as best as I could, the feeling of her inside me more surreal than I could have imagined.

Celine's soft gasps punctured through the silence and resonated through my body. As I took more of her in my mouth I could feel her squirming in delight, already enamored with my sensual sucks, already longing for more.

She began to buck her hips, thrusting herself into my mouth, forcing me to take more of her in. My eyes watered as I tried to keep up, and tried to keep myself from gagging.

"Fuck, baby," Celine groaned, her voice deliciously thick with lust. She grabbed a chunk of my hair, tangling her fingers into the curls and tugging, guiding my head further onto her cock. I choked, gagged, and tried to pull away, but Celine's grip tightened on my hair. "Whore, don't you dare stop!"

My cock throbbed in response to her harshness, my body tingling with arousal and naughtiness. It felt so wrong, so taboo, but at the same time it felt so right. My cock was throbbing in its cage, enraptured by my actions.

Celine pushed me down on her cock with such force that it made me gag, filling my entire throat as drool dripped down the corners of my mouth. I looked up and met Celine's malicious grin as I composed myself and she laughed at me.

"You like that, slut?” she asked, her voice dripping with passion and power.

I coughed, my throat aching from her roughness, as Celine yanked my hair even harder, pulling my head back to look her in the eyes.

“Mistress found a good one in you. A real cock whore,” she snarled, her voice radiating satisfaction. “I bet you can’t wait for more.”

I tried to nod in agreement, unable to deny my yearning to taste more of her. With a snicker she began again, quickly picking up her eager rhythm.

"Good job, my pet," Cynthia said beside us, her approving voice laced with satisfaction. “Let our Evangeline know the true pleasures of a good sissy.”

My eyes flicked over to Cynthia, who regarded us with a delighted smile playing on her lips. She was enjoying the show, that much was clear, and seeing so made me eager to show her more of what I could do—and what I would do for her.

I began sucking and licking Celine’s cock ravenously, feeling pride and passion fueling my efforts. Celine’s moans grew louder, her breathing heavier, as her cock swelled within my moist mouth.

I glanced up and caught her staring at me with pure lust in her eyes. The connection seemed to snap something in her mind as she suddenly pulled my hair up, dragging me up to standing before her. She reached out and cupped my face in her hand, her chest heaving with desire as she traced her thumb over my bottom lip before leaning forward for a kiss.

It was gentle at first, but as our tongues met and danced together, it became more urgent, more desperate. I could feel her cock pressed against my thigh, still hard and wet from my efforts.

Celine whispered against my lips. "I want you, Evangeline. I want to fuck you."

I felt my eyes widen in shock. The thought of being bent over and taken while I wore my lacy lingerie and silky dress was hotter than I could have ever imagined. My cock surged beneath my panties, making me long to touch it and give it some pleasure of its own.

Before I had more time to think Celine’s lips were on mine again, ravishing my mouth with an unyielding passion. Her hands were on my body, one pulling me closer, letting our breasts touch, while the other worked its way down my body.

Her hungry touches made me squirm as her fingers slid between my legs, taking hold of my confined cock. She ran her fingers up and down my clit cage, driving me crazy and making me melt into her embrace.

Soon I knew that I couldn't deny her any longer. Every inhibition I'd ever clung to was now dissipating into thin air. She pulled away, leaving me breathless and panting, smirking at me as if she knew what she had done to me.

"What a fabulous idea," Cynthia purred beside us, interrupting the moment. "Let's complete Evangeline's transformation. Tonight, let's make her a true sissy."

Cynthia's voice echoed darkly through the room, causing a shiver to travel down my spine. The idea of being claimed by Celine, of feeling her cock buried deep within me, was both terrifying and thrilling. But could I really go through with this? Could I let myself be claimed by this stunning sissy?

"Okay," I let out. "Take me, Celine."


Chapter 6
A True Sissy


Celine's hands felt warm and soft as they caressed my hips, kneading the flesh as she whispered sweet nothings in my ear. I shivered uncontrollably, the cold of the floor beneath my knees a stark contrast from the feeling of her warm breath against my skin. As her fingers trailed up my sides, a jolt of pleasure coursed through me. I could hardly believe what was happening—could barely comprehend the fact that I was about to be taken by another.

“I can’t wait to make you one of us.” Celine's voice dripped with an almost sadistic relish, a wicked grin painted on her face. Her hand stroked herself, preparing her eager cock for what was to come.

Her fingers slipped between my crack, teasing my hole thoughtfully. I felt a finger push against me, slowly beginning to penetrate me inch by inch, twisting and turning, exploring my delicate flesh that had never experienced such a feeling before.

My breath hitched as she entered me deeply, Celine gasping at the pleasure of being to first to feel my virgin sissy hole. My cock throbbed against my cage as I arched my back, pushing myself against her finger and allowing her further access to my sissy domain.

She moaned, her finger sliding in further before starting to slowly pump in and out of me, eliciting a gasp from both of us. I could feel my body quivering, and my hips beginning to push desperately against her finger.

“Oh, yes,” I whimpered.

Celine leaned forward, her hot breath caressing my ear, "Is this what you want, sissy?”

"Yes," I confessed, my breath hitching.

Celine's laughter was rich and wicked, like a sultry goddess casting her spell over me. "You know what you have to do then."

"Yes, I do," I murmured, my voice filled with longing.

I glanced over at Cynthia, whose eyes gleamed with excitement. She nodded approvingly, telling me that it would all be alright, that she wanted me to do this, to become just like her other sissy pets.

My heart hammered in my chest, my desire to be fucked growing more intense with every passing moment. I couldn’t believe how badly I suddenly wanted it.

I looked into Celine's eyes, hoping she could see the desire burning within me, hoping that she would give me everything I wanted—that I needed.

"Please, Celine,” I choked out, barely recognizing the sound of my own voice. "Please, make me a true sissy."

I watched in fascination as her grin deepened. "Good girl," she praised me.

Celine positioned herself closer, her arms grasping my hips tightly. I could feel the warmth radiating off her body as she pulled me back towards her. I looked over my shoulder nervously, glancing at Celine with a wide-eyed innocence.

She answered with a devilish grin. "Don't worry, sweetheart, I will make you feel good,” she reassured me with a silky tone that made my cock throb.

Without warning, I felt Celine thrust her hips forward as her cock slid between my cheeks, stretching out my sensitive skin as she took me. My breath caught in my throat, a gasp responding involuntarily as I felt the thickness of her cock inside of me.

I squeezed my eyes shut. I could feel a tear trickle down my cheek, and another trailing down my chin, landing on the cleavage of my breasts. There was a pain to the moment, but it hurt in all the right ways. All the ways that made me feel naughty, and sexy, and feminine. All the ways that made me feel complete.

I mustered the courage to look at Celine as she began to push harder.“Just breathe through it," she whispered soothingly as she pulled herself back. “It gets easier.”

With one deep breath in, followed by a long exhale, I nodded silently as she slowly eased her cock deeper into me. I groaned as I felt her inch her way inside again, biting my lip and squeezing my eyes shut as I embraced the new sensations.

A mixture of pleasure and pain flooded my senses as she moved herself in and out, moans of sweet satisfaction leaving her lips between clenched teeth. I felt myself stretching around her thickness and I wondered if I would loosen to her size over time—the idea peaking my arousal.

Celine's hands slid over my body, grasping me, scratching me, controlling me, as she rocked her hips back and forth. Her thrusts grew sharper, and I felt myself fully giving into the moment, my mind swimming with sensations, as she took me to new heights.

With each thrust, Celine leaned further into me, pressing the length of her body against mine. I struggled to remain upright, my knees feeling weaker with every passing moment as she filled me with an indescribable pleasure.

"Fuck!" I screamed.

The intensity of the moment was nearly overwhelming me, but I craved more. More of Celine's rough touches, the bite of her nails on my back. More of her hot, thick cock making me feel so naughty.

"You like that, whore? Taking my cock deep in that tight little ass?" The room echoed with her obscene words, bouncing off the concrete walls. It was wrong, so fucking shameful, but I loved it all.

"That's it, good girl. Take it all," she commanded, like a queen owning her sissy slut.

My head fell back and my soul surrendered to her dominance, allowing my body to accept every deep plunge. With each thrust, my body shuddered in response to the raw, carnal pleasure consuming me. I could feel every muscle spasm in her cock as she used me for her pleasure.

"Oh fuck!" I shouted, again convulsing with renewed ecstasy with each wave of pleasure that flooded my senses.

Celine's moaning became even more frenzied behind me, her nails digging deeper into my skin, leaving red marks in their wake. I wanted it to go on forever.

I could hear our skin slap against each other, punctuated by Celine's erratic breathing. My pulse raced as I felt her thrusts reach a feverish pitch, driving my body closer to the edge of release.

Celine's hands lost their grip on my hips, and she pulled me back towards her, pinning me to the cold concrete floor. I could feel her desperate need for release as she reached a crescendo, her moans growing louder, her body trembling.

"Fuck!" she cried out, her cock twitching inside me, hot and throbbing, as she came in powerful spasms. I could feel her cum filling me and coating my insides. With one final thrust, she emptied herself inside me before collapsing onto my back.

The feeling of her orgasm was so hot, so naughty. I couldn’t believe what had just happened yet my cock surged with arousal. I could feel it building up, the feeling intensifying as I felt Celine’s heat against my body.

“How does it feel, Evangeline? How does it feel to have your ass filled with cum?” Cynthia hissed.

Her words struck me, making me feel even more enthralled by what had just happened.

“I knew you were a sissy from the moment I laid eyes on you. I knew one day I’d have you on your knees taking cock for me,” she added, her voice thick with delight.

I let out a whimper as my cock gave one final surge in its prison, unable to take any more arousal. With a gasp I felt it explode, cum pumping out of the tiny opening of my chastity cage.

Cynthia laughed wildly, clearly enjoying the sight of my overwhelming pleasure spilling out.

"You never cease to amaze me, my dear pet," she cooed. "Congratulations. Now you're officially a sissy. My sissy."

I looked up at her, locking eyes on my prideful mistress. "Thank you, Mistress," I breathed out, a smile creeping on to my lips. "For everything."

Cynthia couldn't help but laugh again. "Don't thank me yet, pet. Your servitude is far from done. It’s just beginning,” Cynthia replied, her voice promising a dark and delectable future.

I couldn't wait to discover what her future held for me next.
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